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THE WORLD WENT VERY
WELL THEN.

CHAPTER XXX.

ALAS ! POOR BESS !

;LAS ! poor Bess !

You have heard how she spent

the first day, and with ^vliat a

heavy heart she went to bed. In

the morning she plucked up heart a little. As

for what the Lieutenant said to her father,

what matter if he did say that she was already

married? It was his joke—Jack would ever

have his joke. He had been busy all day.

The evening he must needs spend Avith tlie

Admiral, his patron and benefactor. But he

would not—he could not—fail to see her the

VOL. III. B
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second day. So again she dressed in her best,

and repaired early to her pUxce in the Apothe-

cary's parlour, where she took her seat and

waited. But she laufjhed no lono-er, nor did

she prattle. Jack came not ; he was in

London, taking a lodging in Eyder Street, and

buying brave things in Avhich to wait upon his

Lordship. And the third day she went again

—but now with white cheeks and heavy eyes,

and she rocked herself to and fro, replying

nothing, whatever Mr. Brinjes might sa}^ to her.

In the afternoon of that day I went in

search of her, being anxious, and dreading

mischief.

' I know not,' said Mr. Westmoreland,

getting off the stool, ' I know not, indeed, Mr.

Luke, what hath happened to the girl, nor

where she is, unless she is in Mr. Brinjes'

parlour, where most of her days are spent.

These three days she hath forgotten to give me

any meals, and hath left me alone all day

;

while in the evening, when I come home, she

either sits mum or she goes upstairs. Nothing

disturbs the mind in the midst of loo'arithms
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more than a doubt whether there will be any

dinner to eat or any supper. At this time of

the year I commonly look for soft cheese and a

cucumber. But now I have to get what I can.

I know not Avhat ails her. If I did know I

question whether I could find any remedy,

seeino' that she is so headstrono^. Sometimes I

doubt whether there is some love trouble on

her mind. Yet I know not with whom. It

cannot be with Aaron Fletcher, because she

has refused the young man several times.

Besides, his affairs are said to be well-nigh

desperate, his boat being lost, his yard burned

down, his boat-building business thrown away ;

yet, if it is not Aaron, who can it be ? Be-

cause, Sir, though my daugliter hath her faults,

and those many, being as to temper equalled

only by her mother, no^v in Abraham's bosom,

or—or—perhaps elsewhere,' he added, being a

truthful man ;
' yet, she is not one who courts

the company of men, nor listens willingly to

the voice of love.'

Mr. Brinjes, though it was in the afternoon,

was talking w^ith his assistant in his shop.

b2
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' You ^vill find her/ he said, ' within. I

have left her for live minutes, for it teases me

to see her thus despairing. Tlie worst has yet

to come, because she is not a girl to sit down

peaceably under this contempt. Well, for that

matter, every sailor is inconstant, if you please;

and the women know it, and expect it. But

Bess is no common Poll o' the Point, who looks

for nothing else than to be forgotten. Nor did

she first seek him out. Yet I knew^ what

would happen, because such love as his was

too hot to last—else Avould it burn him up.

There was a Bristol man in Captain Eoberts'

company was consumed for love of a young

Coromantyn girl, wasting away and crying out

that he was on fire, yet never happy unless she

was at his side. It is a natural w^itchery which

a few women possess, by wdiich they make

men love them, and draw the very soul out of

the man they love. Bess hath tliis power : she

can make any man love her, and when she

loves a man she can bewitch him so that he

shall never be happy but at her feet. Why,

Jack hath forgotten her. Yet it is most true
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that, if he but come back to her for a sinde

day, he would fall at her feet again.'

'Nay,' I said, 'he is already in love with

another .woman.'

' Miss Castilla, the Admiral's daughter.

It is a passing fancy, because she is a pretty

creature, small and slender. But to compare

her with Bess !—to think that a man can love

her as he can love Bess ! There, you know

nothing of love. Go in there, and I will

follow. I have known,' he continued, being

garrulous, as old men often are, ' I have known

such cases as this of Bess—the jealous woman

who hath been forgotten—ay, I have known

them by the hundred. Sometimes they take it

with a sudden rage ; sometimes they cry out

for a knife, and would kill their fiiithless lover

first and themselves next ; sometimes they

throw themselves into the water ; sometimes

they murder the other woman ; sometimes

they laugh, and lay by for a chance of revenge.

One woman I knew who concealed her wrath

for twenty years, but revenged herself in the

end. Sometimes they make up their minds
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that it matters little. This case is peculiar

;

for the patient is not in a rage- -as yet ; nor

has she called for a knife—as yet ; nor has she

promised to hang herself—as yet ; but she sits

and waits ; and all the time the humours are

mounting to the brain ; so that we are only at

the beginning of the disorder, and my forecast

as to this disease is, my lad, that we shall have

trouble. What ? Is a fme high-spirited girl

to be shoved aside into the gutter without a

word said, or any cause pretended ? Not so,

Sir ; not so. There will be trouble.'

I passed into the parlour with trepidation.

Bess lifted her head. Her face was pale and

haggard ; wildness was in her eyes.

' Where is he ?
' she cried. ' You call

yourself my friend, yet you come without him.

Where is he ?
'

' I do not know, Bess, where he is, unless

that he is somewhere in London.'

' I believe it is you who have kept him

from me—yet }'0u call yourself my friend.

You have set him ao-ainst me. Thoucrh what

you have found to say I know not. I have
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not so much as looked at another man «ince

lie went away, and I have kept his secret for

liim, so that no one suspects. How dare you

put yourself between my sweetheart and me ?
'

' Indeed, Bess,' I told her, ' I have said

nothing against you. I have not put myself

between Jack and you. I have said nothing.'

Then she began to rail at me for ni}' silence.

Why had I not spoken of her ? Why had I

not reminded him of his faith and promised

constancy ? ' And where is he,' she repeated,

' that he does not come to me ? Is he afraid

of me? Doth he try to hide himself out of

my way ?

'

I told her that he was in lodoin^^s in town,

and that his time was taken up with his affairs.

And then, because she began to upbraid me

again, I thought it was better to tell her the

trutli, and, therefore, said ])lainly that the

Lieutenant loved her no longer ; that he had,

indeed, given me to understand, without the

possibility of a mistake, that the past was clean

forgotten, and gone out of his mind.

I was sorry—truly, I was sony—for the
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poor creature. For every word I said was

notliiiio; less than a da^^o-er into her heart. A
man must have been as hard-hearted as a

Eomish inquisitor not to have felt sorry for her.

She heard me with parted lips and panting

breath. Is there, I wonder, a more dreadful

task than to be the messenger to tell a fond

woman that the man she loves now loathes her?

Seeing tliat she received my information

with no more outward symptom of wrath, I

began to pohit out, to the best of my ability,

that Lieutenant Easterbrook, when he fell in

love witli her, was still less than twenty years

of age, who had been for six years separated

from his countrywomen, and had forgotten

what an Englishwoman should be ; that he

might have fallen in love with one of his own

rank, but for his longj wanderings amon^

savages, and his imprisonment with common

sailors, which had left him rough and rude in

manners ; that things were now quite changed,

because he was not only an officer of some

rank, but was now a gallant gentleman, keep-

ing company of the best, and might, if he
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desired, marry an heiress ; tliat his loDg silence

ought to have prepared her for the change in

his disposition ; and that, seeing nobody except

Mr. Brinjes and myself knew of what had

happened, a wise and prudent girl would show

her pride, and take her revenge by showing

that she cared nothing for his neglect. In fact, I

said on this occasion all that was proper to be

said. Mr. Brinjes sat silent in his chair, but

kept his eye upon Bess, as if expecting that

something would happen.

Then, long before I had finished all I had

to say, Bess suddenly sprang to her feet with

a cry, and burst forth into wild and ungoverned

wrath. I have seen fishwives fiirhtinf]^ at Billino's-

gate, a ring of men and women round them,

and a truly dreadful thing it is to see women

stripped for battle and using their fists like

men ; never before, or since, have I seen a

young and beautiful girl thus give way to pas-

sion uncontrolled. At first she could find no

words to express her wrath ; she clutched at

her heart ; she tore down her hair ; she gasped

for breath ; she swung her arms abroad ; she



lo THE WORLD WENT

swayed lier body backward and forward. I

looked to see Mr. Brinjes go seek his lancet,

and give her relief by breathing a vein. But

he did not. He sat looking on coldly and

anxiously, as if he was watching the progress

of a fever. Presently she found words.

I will not write down what she said, because,

as regards myself and Mr. Brinjes, her re-

proaches were wholly undeserved, and, indeed,

we had been throughout her best friends.

Besides, the ravings of a femina furens, or

woman mad with jealousy and disappointed Icve,

ought not to be set down, any more than those of

a man in delirium. When she came to speak

of her faithless lover she choked, and presently

stopped and was silent. But, poor soul ! all

the while she looked from one to the other of

us as if to find hope in oin* faces, but saw none.

Finally, she shrieked aloud, as if she could no

longer bear this agony, and hurled herself

headlong upon the floor, and so lay, her head

upon her hands, her whole body convulsed.

'Let be, let be,' said Mr. Brinjes; 'after

this she will be better. The storm was
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bound to burst. Better that it should rage iu

this room tliau that she should go to a certain

liouse we know of—he jerked his finger in the

direction of the Admiral's. ' Say nothing to

her; if you speak you will make her worse.

Presently she will come round. What ? Xature

can go no farther, unless she would wear her-

self to pieces. And they never go so far as

that, whatever their wrath, because the pain of

the body becomes intolerable.'

He spoke as if she could not hear or was

insensible, which I take to have been tlie case,

for in five minutes or so she sat up, taking no

notice of what had been said, and became

partly rational, and said calmly, sitting on the

floor, that she should go away and kill Jack

first, and herself after^^ ards ; and she declared

that, if he dared to address any other Avoman,

she would tear her limb from limb. So that I

trembled for Castilla. But Mr. Brinjes looked

on without surprise or terror, murmuring,

' Let be, let be ; it will do her good. And I

have seen them worse.'

And, indeed, presently she arose from the
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ground and tied up her beautiful hair, which

had i\illen about her shoulders, and smoothed

her disordered frock, and sat down again in

the window-seat, clasping her knees with her

hands, moaning and weeping, and rocking

herself to and fro. And at this symptom of

progress or development of the 'case,' the

Apothecary nodded and winked at me, as much

as to say that the disease was taking a favour-

able turn.

He knew the symptoms, tliis learned physi-

cian, who had studied woman's nature where

it is the most ungovernable and the most

exposed to observation, among the negresses,

and, I suppose, applied to more civihsed

w^omen the rules he had learned among these

artless pagans. For, in fact, she speedily

ceased either to weep or to moan, but sat

upright, drew a long breath, and spoke quite

gently and prettily, like a little child who has

been naughty, and now promises to be good

again.

' I am sorry,' she said, ' that I have given

so much trouble—I will never do it again.
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Mr. Brinjes, you have not had your nap, nor

your afternoon puncli, through my fluilt. I

will mix you a glass, and then you shall go to

sleep.' She did so, and arranged his pillows

for him, and in a few minutes afterwards the

old man was sound asleep. Then Bess turned

to me. ' Forgive me, Luke,' she said, giving

me her hand ;
' you are my best friend

—

except this poor old man, you are my only

friend. You have never been weary of teaching

me liow a gentlewoman should behave, so that

I should be worthy of a gentleman : and now

it has ended in this. He has forgotten me,

who have never forgotten him—no, not for a

moment, since the day when first he told me

—

oh ! the happy day ! He came into the room

where I was sitting before the fire and took me

in his arms—oh ! in his arms ! Could I ever

forget him ? No—no ; not for a moment.'

' My poor Bess !
' I said. ' What can I say

—what do—for you in this dreadful trouble ?
'

The tears stood in her eyes, but she wept

no longer.

' I know,' she said, after a ^^'hile, ' what I
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will do. Here is his letter to me.' She drew

it from her bosom. It went to my heart to see

the })rettily-worked silken bag she had made

for it with her own hands. ' First, you shall

take it to him, Luke, and give it to him your-

self. Will yon do so much for me ? It is not

a great thing to ask you, is it ? Give it to him

and tell him that he must read it, and then

bring it back to me. And Lnke, dear Lnke,

you have always been kind to me, always my
friend, though you know nothing about love,

do you? Else you would understand that a

woman woidd rather die than lose her lover.

Give him the letter. When he reads it, he will

remember, and then then, Luke ! You

will tell him—oh! tell him'—she laid her

hands upon my arm, and gazed upon me with

imploring eyes—'tell him, dear friend, that I

am more beautiful than ever—Mr. Briiijes says

I am—and that I have tried to teach myself

the ways of a gentlewoman, for his sake ; and

that I can read and write, a little, so that he

shall not be ashamed of me ; and that I asso-

ciate no more witli the other oirls, and have
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been true to him ever since he went away. Tell

him all, Luke, and everything else that you can

think of that is kind and friendly, and that will

make him want to see me aa'ain. Oh, if he were

here in this room with, me for one hour he would

love me again !

'

' I will take the letter, Bess,' I told her,

moved to tears ;
' and I will give it to him

myself, and tell liim all that you wish ; and

more—more, my poor Bess !

'

* When will you give it to him ?
'

' To-morrow. Will that do ?

'

So witli that promise she appeared to be

more contented, and went away, though with

hanging head—tlie poor, fond, loving girl

!

' You may give the Lieutenant that letter,'

said the Apothecary, ' and you may tell him

what you please. But, if I know Jack Easter-

brook, you might as Avell try to knock him

down with a feather. As for makiuc^ her his

wife, it is out of the question ; and to become

his mistress without being his wife, Bess would

not consent ; nor, I think, would Jack ask her.

Because, d'ye see, he no longer cares a rope's
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3'arn about her. Yet, if he would coine here

for a single hour—Bess knows her power

—

trust a woman who has that power. But I

think he will not come. And so there will be

trouble—I know not yet of what kind—there

will be trouble.'
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CHAPTER XXXI.

AN AMBASSADOR OF LOVE.

PlEADILY accepted the mission ; but,

like many other ambassadors, I hesi-

tated when the time came to dis-

charge ray trust. For Jack was hke

those Oriental Bashaws who cut off the heads

of messen(][ers that brinoj uncomfortable tidimis.

First, I thought it would be best to give the

letter to him at Deptford, so that, if he was moved

by pity, or by love, he might go straight to the

poor girl and offer her consolation. But I had

promised to give it the verj- next day. There-

fore, I plucked up courage, and made my way

to his lodgings, the letter in my pocket, knowing

full well that he would take my interference ill,

being too masterful to brook counsel, advice,

or admonition from anyone, unless it came as

an order from a superior officer.

VOL. III. c
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It was about ten o'clock in the morning

when I reached his lodging in Eyder Street.

He was sitting wrapped in a slieet, while the

barber was fniishing his hair with the powder

pufF. On the table stood his morning chocolate

and cream.

' Ho !
' he cried. ' Here is the Prince of

Painters. Art come to paint me a portrait,

Luke?' (N.B.—I did paint his portrait, and

have it still, a speaking likeness, and a better

piece of work I never did.) ' Wait a moment,

my hearty, till this lubber hath finished

the top dressing.'

Presently the man finished, and removed

the sheet, showing beneath it a full-dress Lieu-

tenant's uniform—to my mind the blue of the

Navy is far more becoming to a handsome man

than the scarlet of the Army. Just as he rose

from the barber's hands, the man still standing

before him, the implements of the trade in his

hand and I beside him—I heard a rustling of

petticoats outside, and the door was opened by

a lady. She was wrapped fram head to foot

in a hood, and wore a domino.
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' Madam !
' said Jack, bowing low.

The lady removed her domino, and laughed,

and threw off her hood. Truly a most beau-

tifid creature she was, and most richly dressed.

'Twas the merriest, most roguish face that one

ever saw, with dancing eyes and laughing lips.

I ought to have known the face, because I had

seen it several times ; but I did not, because an

actress dressed for a Queen or a Sultana seems

to change her flice as well as her frock. She

was, indeed, an actress—very well known

to the w^orld, as you would acknowledge did

I write down her name, which I shall not do,

for many reasons.

' I have found my hero, then,' said the lady,

' in his own—cabin—or is it on his own

quarter-deck? Are the decks cleared for

action? Are you ready, Sir, to engage the

enemy ?
'

' Alas ! Madam,' said Jack, ' I haul down my

colours, and give up my sword.'

He fell upon one knee and kissed the liand

which the lady graciously extended to him.

Now, observe that she took no kind of notice of
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tlie barber or of myself, whom she mistook,

doubtless, for an assistant or some other kind of

tradesman. I mean that in what followed my

presence was not the slightest restraint upon

her.

' I am a rash creature,' she said, ' to imperil

my reputation by visiting a Lieutenant of the

King's Navy alone in the morning. Suppose I

had been observed.'

' Madam '—Jack made her so fine a bow

that I could not help thinking of the Jack wlio

had come home in rags three years before

—

' could I desire a more delightful task than the

defence of your reputation ?
'

'I thank you. Lieutenant. But I have a

readier defence in my hood and donnno. A
woman's reputation is quite safe, I assure you,

so long as she is not seen. It is in this respect

unlike so many gentlemen's honour, which is

only safe so long as they are seen. I came

not, however, for compliments. First of all, I

came to say that I shall be alone this afternoon.

You can visit me, if you please. Next, my

Lord is coming to supper with me after the



VERY WELL THEN 21

theatre. He will presently call here himself,

or send a letter, and will invite you to come

with him. To oblige me, Lieutenant, you will

come.'

' Madam,' said Jack, with a smiUng face,

' you were born, sure, to make me the happiest

of men.'

' The happiest of men! ' she repeated, merrily

lauo'hinfr. 'Oh! what creatures we women

would esteem ourselves, since, with such little

trouble, we can m.ake men happy ! And how

miserable are we that it takes so much more to

make us happy ! Heigho ! You are made happy

with a smile, or a kind word, or a hand to kiss,

or permission to take supper with us—while

we. ... Oh ! we know how httle these things

are worth. Therefore. . . . No, Sir, you liave

kissed my hand already.' At tliis point the

barber, who had now gathered up his tools,

retired from the room. I retreated to the

window, and gazed upon the street, as if I was

anxious not to listen. She, however, took no

notice of my presence. ' Come this afternoon,

then, and this evening, after you have seen me
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from the front, you can join my Lord. But

that is not all I had to say, oh, happiest of

men !
' She laughed again. ' This will make

you indeed a happy man, if the roar of the

cannons and the groans of wounded men are

sweeter than the smiles of women.'

' Indeed, Madam, I cannot understand
'

' What I have now to tell will, I dare say,

make a round dozen of women miserable, for

my hero is a handsome hero. But not me. Sir.

Oh, pray do not think that ! An actress,

everybody knows, hath no heart. She is but a

toy, to be laughed at and played with, until the

men find another which is newer, and hath less

of the gilt rubbed off. Yet I shall be sorry.

Jack—do your friends call you Jack ?—though
it is but the day before yesterday that I made

your acquaintance. Sir.'

' Still, Madam,' he persisted, ' I know

not
'

' This is a very fine coat, Jack,' she went on,

laying her hand, covered with a Avhite glove,

upon his sleeve. ' I love the colour. 'Tis a

new coat, too, so that 'twill be a pity to buy
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another. Perhaps, however, this may be made

to do, and methinks it will be greatly improved

if we put a little lace upon the lapels and

cuffs, and change the button for one with a

crown instead of an anchor.'

' Madam !
' He started, and changed coun-

tenance, because these additions mark the rank

of Captain. ' Madam ! Is it possible ?

'

' Why, Jack, when a handsome lad does a

woman so great a service, and for all his reward

wants nothing but to be sent away from her

sight, I doubt wdiether she is not a fool for her

pains if she help him—yet ' here she

sighed. ' His Majesty's frigate " Calypso," the

" Sapphire's" prize, is to be refitted without delay

and commissioned. Go, take possession of your

own quarter-deck. Captain Easterbrook. Per-

haps the next lady whose jewels you save from

robbers may make you an Admiral.' With this

she curtseyed, so as to sweep the ground, as

they are wont to do upon the stage.

' Oh ! Madam,' he cried, ' how can I show

my gratitude ?
'

' You will not set sail for a week or two
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yet, I suppose. Come to see me as often as

you please. To my brave defender I am

always at home.'

She held out her hand, but Jack did not, as

I expected, stoop to kiss it. On the contrary,

he disregarded it altogether, and caught her in

his arms, kissing her lips and cheeks. I looked

to see her resent this familiarity with the

greatest show of displeasure, for here was no

simple girl of the lower sort, like poor Bess,

but a very grand lady indeed, who, for all she

was an actress, had all the noblemen of London

at lier feet. But, to my astonishment, she only

laughed, and gently pushed him from her.

' Jack,' she said, ' thou hast truly a conquer-

ing way. Let me go. Sir
!

'

She laughed again, in her merry, saucy

way
;
put on lier domino, pulled the hood over

her head, and suffered Jack to conduct her to

her chair, wliich waited witliout.

' Hang it, Luke !

' cried Jack, when he

came back. ' I forgot that thou wast here ;

and I dare swear Madam never saw thee.

Must I never kiss a pretty woman but tliis
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virtuous fellow must still be looking on, with

open mouth ?

'

' Shall I tell Castilla, Jack ? '—thinking of

what might have happened had Bess been there.

' Why, in a kiss there is no harm, surely
;

therefore, there is no need to tell Castilla. If

this news be true—and it must be tri^e—Luke,

thou art a Puritan. As for a simple kiss which

is snatched, they like it, man. Every woman,

except Castilla, who is a miracle of goodness,

likes such kisses.'

' Who is the lady, Jack .^

'

' Why, she is a great actress ; and the other

niglit, by a lucky chance—I was going home

at midnight—I heard a woman's scream and a

trampling of feet. 'Twas but an attack upon

a lady's chair by footpads, whom it was no-

thing^ to drive off without more trouble tlian to

draw and to slash one of them across the face.

Then I saw her safe to her lodgings. 'Tis a

grateful creature.'

' She seems grateful,' I said. ' Do actresses

often appoint commanders to His Majesty's

ships?'
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' No, Luke ; no, my lad, they do not.

These appointments are given according to

merit, seniority, courage, seamanship, and

patriotism. That is very well understood, and

it is the reason why everybody is so contented

who wears the King's uniform. But suppose

that one of my Lords tlie Commissioners

should take a particular interest in a certain

lady, and suppose this lady should have eyes to

see all these virtues combined in one man ; and

suppose she should be able further so to per-

suade his Lordship, who, we will again suppose,

knows already something of this man. Con-

fess, then, that it would be a lucky tiling for

this man were this lady to single him out for

the fiivour of recommendation.'

' Truly, it would be lucky for him.'

' Captain of the " Calypso," ' he exclaimed.

' Why, have I done badly to command a frigate

at twenty-four ? What care I who appoints

me so that I get my chance 1 Will the world

know ? Have I done anything dishonourable ?

My Lord hath already promised me promotion.

I looked to be First Lieutenant perhaps— and
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now. . . . Luke, my lad, I am so liappy that

I could e'en go back to Deptford and figiit

Aaron Fletclier again, as I did three years ago

at Horn Fair.'

' Yes, Jack ; I could wish in my heart that

you would light him again, if it were about the

same woman.'

He changed countenance, but quickly re-

covered.

' Come lad,' he said, ' ease thy mind, whicli

is full of sometliing. Let me hear it.'

' Put out of your mind,' I said, ' Castilla

and this actress and all Avomen, except one. I

have been asked by one whom you should re-

member to bring to you a certain letter, and to

beg, first, that you ^vill read it, and next, that

you will, with your own hand, restore it to tlie

owner.'

With this I took the letter from my ];)ookct

and gave it to him in its silk bag.

'Why,' he said, breaking into a laugh, as if

the matter was not serious at all, ' tins is my

own letter. I wrote it, I remember, one after-

noon, off Cape Finisterre—I remember the day
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very well. Did the girl—Bess Westmoreland

was lier name—give it to thee, Luke ? Oh

!

I remember—I was in love with her. A
devihsh fine girl she was, with eyes like sloes.'

He read the letter through. ' To think

that I wrote that letter, and that she believed

it !
'' Most beautiful woman in the world."

. . . Fondest lover !
" Oho ! I wonder how

many such letters are written aboard-ship the

iirst week after sailing? As for this—why,

Luke, you had better give it back to the girl,

if she wishes to keep it. Tell her to show it to

her friends as the work of a fool. Perhaps her

new lover or her husband might like to have

the letter. But, indeed, I think she had better

burn the thing, in case of accidents. Husbands

do not hke, generally, to read such letters.'

' She has had no other lovers. Jack, on

your account.'

' Pretty fool ! Bid her waste good time no

longer.'

' She will suffer no man to speak to lier,

saying that she belongs to you alone, and think-

ing you would come home to marry her.'
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' I suppose,' said Jack, his face darkening,

' that the meddlesome old Apothecary is at the

bottom of this foohshness?
'

' And myself, too. Why, Jack, you

solemnly placed her in my charge. You

begged rae to take care of her. You tattooed

lier name upon your arm. Look at your arm.

What could we think ? She has learned things

for your sake. Jack—-such as gentle manners,

and to restrain her tongue, and to govern her-

self—generally, that is,' because I remembered

the scene of yesterday. ' You would not know

her again.'

' Well, Luke, she has therefore been so far

kept out of mischief, which is good for every

girl. And this is a wicked world, and seaports

are full of traps for girls. Tell her, however,

that now she had better lose no time in look-

inix for a husband in her own station. The

fellow Aaron Fletcher would, perhaps, make

a good husband, provided he kept decently

sober.'

'Do not blame Mr. Brinjes. He hath

warned her continually that sailors go aAvay
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and break their promises. But will you see

her, Jack ?

'

' No. What the devil woidd be the use of

iny seeing her ?
'

I told him how she had put on her best,

and gone to wait for him at the Apothecary's,

and there waited for three long days. But he

w^as not softened a whit.

' It is their foolish w^ay,' he said. ' We say

fond things and promise whatever will please

them, and they believe it all. Why they be-

lieve the nonsense, the Lord knows. As for

the men who say it, and make the promises,

they believe it too, I dare say, at the time. 'Tis

pretty, too, to see them purr and coo whatever

extravagances you tell them. I remember now '

—but here he stopped short in his recollections.

' Jack,' I said, ' will you pull up your

sleeve, and show me your arm .^

'

He laughed, and obeyed. It was his left

arm, and, as we know, it was tattooed all over

with the once-loved name of Bess.

' 'Tis like the arm of any fo'k'sle tar,' he

said. ' What was I, in these days, better .^ Yet,
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lad, the name hath no longer any meaning to

my eyes.'

' Meaning or not,' I insisted, ' will you give

her the letter with your own hand ? Jack, only

let her tell you what is in her mind. That is a

small thing to do.'

' It w^ould be more cruel than to refuse

to see her at all. Trust me, if this girl gives

trouble I shall know how to deal with her. If

you have any regard for her, bid her spoil her

market no longer, and put maggots out of her

head. She would marry me, would she ?

Kind soul, I thank her for it with all my heart.

She would marry me, w^ould she ? I will tell

thee a thing, my lad, Avhich thou wilt never

find out for thyself with all thy paint-brushes

—

there is no woman in the world more hateful

to a man than a woman whom he hath once

loved and now loves no longer. It is like

coming back to a half-finished banquet Avhen

the dishes are cold and the wine is stale. Yet

the foolish women believe that once in love,

always in love. Better she sliould leai'n the

truth at once, and so an end.'
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He gave me back the letter, and would say

no more upon the subject. But he said I

must make a picture of him before he went

away, and lie would be painted in the new

uniform, wliich he would order immediately

;

and I must go instantly and tell CastiUa of his

ixood fortune. Thus was I made a o'o-between,

first to one and then to the other.

' And now, Luke, my fortune is made, if I am

only moderately lucky. He who is Captain at

twenty-four may well be Eear-Admiral at thirty,

and command a fleet at thirty-five ; at forty lie

is certainly a Knight, and perhaps a Viscount

;

and at seventy he lies in Westminster Abbey.

What could I hope for better,' he asked, glow-

ing with the joy and elation of his appointment,

' than to command a frigate, easy to handle, swift

to sail ? Why, it will be the " Tartar" over again

in the Captain's cabin instead of the ward-room.

That was warm work ; but I hope to show

warmer work still. God knows, Luke,' he said,

earnestly, ' I say it not in boastfulness, I can

handle a ship as well as the best man afloat.



VERY WELL THEN Zl

and I can take lier into action, I promise you,

as bravely.'

So he talked ; thinking no more at the time

of the actress, or of Castilla, or of Bess, for the

thought of any ship was enough to turn his

mind from a woman, though he so easily fell

in love with a pretty gh^l. And while he was

thus talking of his promotion^ and the things

he hoped to do with his vessel, there drove to

the house a chariot, with footmen, and gold

panels, very splendid, and two gentlemen got

down. They came to visit Jack. One of them

was a man no longer young, yet erect and tall,

with aquiline nose and proud eyes. He wore

a satin coat, with a sash, and a star blazing with

diamonds. The other was in the uniform of

the Army.

Jack sprang to his feet, and bowed to the

ground. ' My Lord,' he said, ' this is an extra-

ordinary honour. Indeed, I could never have

expected it.'

'I have come, young gentleman,' said his

Lordship, speaking slowly and with the dignily

yoL. III. D
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which became his rank, ' to tender you my

thanks for the service which you performed the

night before last to a certain lady.'

' My services, my Lord, were trifling,

though, fortunately, opportune.'

' Had it not been for your assistance the

lady would have lost the jewels which she had

worn at the theatre. What other loss or insult

she escaped, I know not. I learn that, at her

request, you have ahx^uly paid a visit upon

her.'

' At her request, my Lord, I had that

honour yesterday afternoon.'

' Believe me, Sir, that in return for such a

service there is nothing that I can refuse you.'

Jack bowed a^^ain verv low. ' And since

nothing will please you so much as to go back

as quickly as possible to the fighting
'

' Nothing so much, my Lord.'

' Then you must go. Your name, I find, is

already favourably known. I have therefore

the pleasure of promoting for the sake of merit

alone, which is not always possible for a Com-

missioner. You are promoted. Sir, to the
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command of tlie '' Calypso," the '* Sapphire's
"

prize.'

' My Lord,' said Jack, again bowing low,

' I have no words, indeed, to express my grati-

tude for this great, this unexpected, and unde-

served favour.' Looking' on from the corner

of the room, beside the window, I confess I

could not lielp thinking that it would be best

for Madam to say nothing about that salute

upon her lips.

' Then,' said his Lordship, ' no more need

be said.' He rose, and added, smiling, ' Since

you will have to go back in a few days to salt

junk and pea-soup. Captain, make the most

of your time ashore. There will be a supper

after the play this evening. I will, if you

please to honour me with your company,

carry you thither in my coach.'

' I am honoured to be one of your Lord-

ship's guests,' said Jack.

' A rolling deck, a wet cabin, the smell of

tar everywhere, great sea-boots, the waves

flying over the ship, the enemy pitching

cannon-balls on board—this is wliat you like,
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Captain Easterbrook. Well, Sir, you will have

plenty of it, for there will be a long w^ar, if all

I hear is true. I shall see you, then, this even-

ing. Come, Colonel.'
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CHAPTER XXXII.

now THE APOTHECARY DID HIS BEST.

ELL her plainly,' said Mr. Brinjes,

' what he said, and how he looked

while he said it. Spare her in

nothing ; so will she the more

quickly come to a right mind. What ? Didst

ever see a surgeon take off a man's leg ? Dotli

he chop here a cantle, and there a snippet, for

fear of causing pain ? Not he ! He ties his

bandages and takes liis saw, and in live minutes

off goes leg ; and, though the man may bellow,

yet his life is saved.'

There was little hope in her face when I

went in to her ; the trouble of it made my heart

bleed. To think that a woman should still so

much love a man who had thrown her away

w^ith as little thought as one throws away the
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rind of an apple. ... I thought she would

have hated him. But no ; at a word, she

would have arisen to follow and obey him

like a slave.

'Bess,' I said, ' be brave.'

' Where is he P
'

' He is in London, at his lodgings.'

' Did you give him the letter ?
'

' I did. He sent it back to you. Here it

is. Courage, Bess. No man is worth so mucli

crying over. It is as I told you before. He

loves you no longer. When he thinks of the

past, he wonders at himself. When he re-

members how much he was once in love,

he laughs.'

'Doth he laudiP Oh! Luke, can he

laugh? ' It was wonderful to her that the thing

which destroyed all her happiness could be to

him only the cause of laughter.

' Bess, my dear, I am grieved to the soul

that I must tell you this. Alas! he lauglis.

He can never love you any more. Forget him,

therefore. Put him cut of your thoughts.'

' He laughs at the girl to whom he wrote
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this letter—oh ! this clear letter. Why doth

he laugh ? I cannot laugh, because I loved

him.'

She rose, and sighed heavily. ' Well,' she

said, ' there needs no more, Luke. I have lost

my sweetheart. That matters nothing, does it ?

Thousands of poor women lose their sweethearts

every year, in action and in ship^vreck. Xo

one pays heed to the women. What matters

one more woman ? Oh ! I would to God that

he was lying dead at the bottom of the sea

;

and I—and I—and I ' She rushed from

the room with distraction in her looks.

There was great rejoicing at the Admiral's,

whither I carried the glad news of Jack's pro-

motion. Castilla attributed it entirely to the

extraordinary discernment of his Lordship, who

deserved, she thought, the highest credit for

discovering Jack's real abiUty and courage, so

that lie should be promoted, over hundreds of

heads, to the command of a frigate, before lie

was four-and-twenty years of age. Truly, it

makes one no happier to be wiser, and Castilla

knew nothing about the great lady of Drury
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Lane. Heaven forbid that slie should learn

anything about that ravished kiss

!

The day was marked at the Club in the

usual manner—viz., by an extra bowl of punch
;

and I sat beside the Admiral and told the com-

pany how his Lordship, in a splendid satin coat,

with a red sash and a diamond star, had con-

descended in person to inform tliis fortunate

young Commander of his promotion. But you

may be sure that I told nothing about the

actress, even to the Admiral, who marvelled

greatly at the boy's success, and w^ondered,

being wise by experience, by whose private

interest he had been promoted.

But tlie woman who ought most to have

rejoiced was wandering all night long, in wind

and rain, over the desolate moor called Black-

heath, raging and despairing because the man

who once loved her so tenderly had now for-

gotten her, and laughed to think that he could

ever have thought lie loved her. In the morn-

ing she came back, mud-s:ained and draggled,

hollow-eyed and wan of cheek, to the parlour

behind the Apothecary's shop ; and here, pre-
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sGiitly, she fell asleep, being wholly spent with

sufferinf]^ and fatifj^ue.

Now, when Mr. Brinjes came from his shop

and saw her thus asleep and so pale of cheek,

he was moved with compassion, and resolved,

though he had not visited London for twenty

years, that he would liimself try to move the

hard heart of her lover. Accordingly, he put

off his workday clothes, and reached down his

great wig and the . coat in which he sat at the

Club (both of which belonged to the early years

of George I.), and so, fully persuaded that he

Avas dressed quite in the modern fashion of a

Court physician, he took oars for Hungerlbrd

Stairs, whence he walked to Eyder Street.

On the way, the boys shouted at him, for

he cut the queerest figure, his velvet coat being

so old that it had turned green in places, his

lace in rags, his old-fashioned wig unkempt and

shabby. But he w^alked briskly, careless of the

boys, and carried his gold-headed stick with an

air of majesty.

' Jack,' he said, dropping into a chair, ' thou

art now, I hear, a Captain. Give me a glass of
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brandy
—

'tis a long journey from Deptford

—

and I will drink to thy good-luck. So—this is

a pretty, commodious lodging, Jack. I passed

some fme women on the way from Hungerford

Stairs. Have a care, my boy. Do not suffer

any of the fine birds to bring theh^ fine feathers

here ; else it may cost thee dear. Be content

with some honest wench who Avill love thee

and not try to rob and plunder all the' prize-

money.'

' Well, Mr. Brinjes '—Jack was not, I think,

best pleased to see the old man at his lodgings,

and more than suspected the errand on which

he came— ' can I be of any service to my old

friend ?

'

'That depends, Jack—that depends. The

greatest service you could do for me would be

not to foro'ct old friends.'

' Indeed, I have forgotten no old friends.'

' Or old sweethearts ?
'

' Why, as for old sweethearts, my old friend,

they may go on so long as to become stale.

This, you have often assured me as matter of

your own experience.'
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' It is quite true,' replied the Eover, who

had not looked to have his own maxims thrown

in his face ;
' it is quite true, I say, that woman

is by nature a jealous creature—the nearer to

nature you get the more jealous you will fnid

her. Something of the tigress in every one.

Wherefore Bess, who is as passionate as a negro

woman, is more jealous, I dare say, than a

London fme lady, who hath not the lieart to

be greatly jealous. Also, a woman can never

be made to understand such a simple thing

as that she ought to be contented with the

half-sliare of a man, or the quarter-share, or

even a short six months of his life ashore.

Nor doth she ever perceive wdien tlie time

arrives that she should cheerfully make way

for another. Yet—poor Bess ! I am sorry

for the wench.'

'In South America,' said Jack, talking in

the same strain, ' where they smoke the cigarro,

one that hath been half-smoked and thrown

away is nauseous if it be taken up and lighted

as^am.

' It is so,' said Mr. Brinjes. ' Everyone who
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hatli been in Guayaquil, whicli is nig1i unto

South America, knows that it is so.'

' Wherefore,' said Jaclv ; but left the con-

clusions to be drawn by the philosopher.

'The thing is so,' Mr. Brinjes repeated.

' Jack, when thy first letter came I knew that

the fit w^as too hot to last. And when no

more came I understood very well what had

happened. For my own part, I never loved

any woman more than four-and-twenty hours

after leaving port. Why, I have seen sailors

marrying the day before tliey sailed, and yet

coming on board unconcerned. This forgetful-

ness is a special gift of Providence, intended

for sailors alone. But as for Bess, while you

thought no more upon her, she had that letter

wrapped in a silken bag, and hung about li^r

neck ; and every day she kissed and hugged it,

thinking—poor, fond soid ! women are fools,

yet w^e needs must feel pity for them !—that

the writer, like herself, would never change.

She began to learn things for her lover's sake
;

she learned to read and write ; she watched the

ladies in church to see how they dress, and
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how they carry themselves ; she made Luke

teach her some of their finickin', dehcate ways,

which don't go down with a sea-pie and black

beer, such as you used to love in the days

before your breeches were white, and your

stockings of silk, and while your buttons

carried a simple anchor. Moreover, Bess woukl

no longer consort with her okl friends, and

would suffer none of the men so much as to

have speech with her. And she made Luke

tell her what words and sayings of hers would

offend the ears of gentlewomen. Li short,

there she is, my lad, a woman ready for you ;

as to manners, so far as I understand the

matter, as fine as a countess ; as to good looks,

not a countess of them all can toucli her ; as to

figure—Lord ! a finer figure was never made
;

as to temper, a noble temper, my lad, quick

and ready to flame up. What ? One that will

keep her husband alive, I warrant, and stirring.

Why, Jack, we talked of a lialf-burned cigarro.

This one is not yet even lighted. Try it again,

dear lad. 'Tis made, I swear, from the finest

leaf of Yiro;inia. In South America they have
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none such. As for trutli and constancy, I will

answer for them with my life : and for affection

—why, 'tis nothing less than a madness she

hath for thee. Come, what want you with line

ladies? They will but play with you when

you are ashore, and forget you when you are

at sea, while, as for Bess, Bess will keep your

house while you are away, and when you com.e

home, she shall be the tenderest wife in the

world and like a faithful slave for service.

What P You w^ould say that by birth she is

below the rank of a Commander ? Jack, hark

ye !

'—here he whispered, as if imparting a

great secret— ' a beautiful woman hath no

rank. There must be rank for men, otlicrwise

tliere would be no discipline on board the ship.

Eank was invented for that purpose ; and the

pretence is necessary for order's sake, whether

we call each other Duke, Earl, and noble Lord,

or Captain, Lieutenant, and Master. Yet it is,

even with men, nothing but pretence at bottom.

But for women there is no rank at all, whatever

they may themselves pretend. Which is

proved, Jack, by the fact that great men do
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constantly fall in love with women of the

meanest origin, as witness Charles II. and Nelly

Gwynne. You may put Bess upon a throne,

and, my word, there is not a Queen among

them all would outshine her black eyes and

beauteous face. Whereas you will never see a

woman of gentle birth fall in love with a clown.

Eank is for the uglv women to console them-

selves withal, by walking in front of each other.

Give me another tot of brandy, Jack ; and

think of her again, I say. Why, I can never

get out of my mind that we shall all three

—

you and Bess and I—we shall all three sail to-

gether across the broad Pacific to pick up my

treasure, and to burn the town of Guayaquil,

where they made me a slave. I cannot die

until that town is burned.'

' I know nothing,' said Jack, ' about your

dreams. But, for the rest, you are too late,

Mr. Brinjes. I have forgotten the girl. All

the past foolishness is over and finished.'

' Yes,' said Mr. Brinjes, looking at him as

a physician when he feels the pulse, 'yes': he

spoke slowly and sadly, ' I now perceive plainly
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that it is all over. The symptoms are clear.

Your eyes warm no more at the thought of the

girl. Her chance is gone. The poor child

hath had her time. Well—I shall go home

again. Pray Heaven, my assistant hath not

already poisoned a customer or two. Jack,

keep out of her way. There will be trouble

yet.'

'Why, Mr. Brinjes,' he laughed, 'you do

not think that I am afraid of a woman ?
'

' Xay—I said not that. But—well—we

shall have trouble yet. And for these Southern

Seas, sure I am that I shall see them again

before I die.'

So the Apothecary went away, liavinjj; done

what he could, and having failed.

' We sailors,' said Jack to me presently,

' are great fools in our love for taverns and

drinking bouts and low company, so that

those are right who represent us as so many

dull dogs who have no manners, and can do

nothing ashore but drink about. Why, when

I came home, three years ago, the Gun Tavern

was the height of civilisation, the Apothecary's
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dirty parlour was the abode of politeness, and

poor Bess was tlie finest lady in tlie land.'

' We are mostly such mere tarj^aulias,' he

continued, after a space, ' that landsmen do

well to despise us, though we fight their battles

for them, and care not how we are treated,

nor how many liundreds they pass over when

they make appointments. Then we fall to

cursing the service, instead of our own common

habits. There was on board the " Tartar " one of

the lieutenants (he is now dead) who was a

gentleman—I mean by taste and education, as

w^ell as by birth—who sometimes, talked with

me, saying " that 'twas a pity a lad of my ap-

pearance and figure (which he flattered) should

not study polite manners for the sake of my
own advancement, because, with a little trouble,

I might certainly attract attention in high

places, and so receive promotion." In this he

was partly right, though I now find that great

men think they can pay for the service of

flattery in promises, as a merchant pays for

goods with a piece of paper. But there is a

VOL. III. E
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difference, because, if the merchant do not re-

deem his promise when the day comes, he is

dishonoured ; whereas if a nobleman doth not

redeem his promise, no one throws the fact in

his teeth. And if I had not been so hicky as

to rescue a certain friend of my Lord, I doubt

whether I sliould have got any appointment, to

say nothing of promotion.

' But, lad, consider. Here I hve among

the best ; I am received at a great man's table

;

I sit in the coffee-house among the wits or

the fops, as I please ; I go to the theatre, to

Eanelagh, and to Vauxhall ; tliere is the gam-

ing-table, if I choose to risk a few^ pieces ; if I

am ever disposed for a quiet evening, there is

the society of Castilla, the sweetest girl in the

world ; if for a sprightly party, there are the

suppers of my friend—my patron, if you please

—and this actress. Think you that after these

things I can go back to Mr. Brinjes' stinking

parlour, and the Penman's daughter ? She

may be as beautiful as he says—I care not.

She is certain to have coarse hands, rude
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speech, and plain manners. You miglit as soon

expect me to go back to the cockpit, and to

mess again with the midshipmen, the volunteers,

and the suro;eon's mates
!

'

«>-"

K-j
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CHAPTER XXXIII.

AN INTERESTING CASE.

HAT would be done next I knew

not, yet feared something de-

sperate, the case lying (on the

one hand) between a woman

driven A\^ell-nigh mad with love and disap-

pointment, and (on the other) a man of great

determination, inflexible to tears and entreaties,

and, besides, one who now regarded this poor

girl, as he himself confessed, with as much

loathing as he had once felt love. I have read

in some book of travels that there are certain

hot fountains in Iceland which burst forth from

time to time with incredible force, and either

scald to death those upon whom they chance

to play, or, by the ground sinking beneath

their footsteps, do suddenly engulf them. We
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were now—that is, Mr. Brinjes and myself,

who alone knew what was threatening^—like

unto those who walk upon ground where these

fountains break out ; for we knew not what

ruin might fall upon us at any moment, caused

by the hand of a desperate woman.

Ko one knows the trouble the poor girl

gave us at this time, with her changing moods,

her fits, and her despair. For sometimes she

would sit for many hours sw^inging her body

backwards and forwards, tearing a ribbon or

a handkerchief with her teeth ; sometimes she

would sit quite still, her eyes fixed and glower-

ing ; then she would suddenly spring to her

feet, and cry aloud that she could bear it no

longer ; sometimes she would threaten death

and murder to lier false lover, and to any

woman who should dare to take him from her

;

sometimes she would rush from the room and

wander away, till she w^as forced to come back

for weariness ; and sometimes she would be-

come gentle again, acknowledge her wilfulness,

and beg forgiveness for her bad temper and

her wild words. But these occasions were



54 THE WORLD WENT

rare. She spent the whole day in Mr. Brinjes'

house—tliat is, when she was not in one of

her restless moods, wandering over Blackheath,

or farther a-field, in the woods and fields of

Eltham or Norwood. More than once she

spent the whole night out, returning in the

morning spent w^itli fatigue, her fury only

appeased for a time by the weakness of her

body. As for her father, she neglected him

altogether, so that the poor man was now

obliged to provide his own meals, sweep and

keep clean liis room, and make his owm bed.

' Yet,' he said, ' I dare not say a word in re-

monstrance or rebuke, so terrible is her temper,

in which she nov\r seems to surpass lier mother,

though I confess she doth not beat me over the

head with the frying-pan, as my wife was wont

to do. Mr. Brinjes, before whom I have laid

the case, advises patience. Well, Mr. Luke,

I am a patient man. Of that I am very sure.

I have been patient all my life—when I was a

boy and the stronger boys hectored it over me

;

and when I w^as a prentice, and my master

half-starved me ; when I was a married man
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and my wife scratched, beat, and cuffed me
daily ; and now when my daughter is grown

up. It is not recorded of the Patriarch Job

that his wives and daughters were thus un-

governed.'

Sometimes she would speak of her wrongs,

and mostly she was grieved because Jack

laughed at her.

' If he were dead,' she cried, ' I could weep

for him all the days of my life, thinking he

loved me to the end. Oh ! I am a fool to care

for such a man or to cry over him. He laughs

at me. I am a fool. He laughs at me. Why
did I not forget him the moment his ship was

out of sight, and take another sweetheart ?
'

' Pity,' said Mr. Brinjes, sliaking his head.

' A thousand pities you did not.'

' Hold your tongue !
' she turned on liim

fiercely. ' How dare you speak ? You were

all in league to mock at me. Why, 'twas thus

you beguiled the poor black negro girls, you

and your pirate crew. And then you laughed

at them.'

' Faith !
' said Mr. Brinjes, ' if a man
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desert a black girl she generally murders him

for it;

She looked at him strangely, and rushed

away, saying nothing.

' I am sorry,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' that I told

her about the negress's revenge, for she is now

capable of everything ; and perhaps she will

go away and put a knife into his heart.' This

he said calmly, as if murder was too common a

thing to surprise him. ' There was once a girl

—'twas at Providence—whose lover—a smart

fellow, too, and one of our crew—deceived her.

What did she do ? Pretended to forgive him
;

passed the thing over ; treated it as a joke,

and played the loving sweetheart to the life,

laughing and singing while she served up the

poisoned meat that was to kill him. She put

in it the herb stramonium, which there grows

wild ; and the women know its properties very

well. She laughed the louder afterwards,

while he twisted and rolled on the ground

and bellowed in his agony. The men burned

her alive for it, because this was an example

that might affect them all ; but she cared
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nothing for the torture, for she had her

revenge ; and, whatever was done to her

afterwards, nothhig would hurt her, so long as

she could think of that. Look you, Bess is

such another as that negro girl. She is as

passionate and she is as jealous. There lias

been murder in her mind ever since Jack came

home. I liave read the thought in her eyes,

and now I have put it into w^ords for her.

Trouble will come.'

It w^as not this crime that I feared, because

our women know not, happily, the use of

poisons ; and the worst among them shrink

from taking life. But I feared that she might

rashly and in despair kill herself; or commit

some act of violence towards Castilla, if she

suspected that Jack was paying lier attentions
;

or that she mio-ht lose her reason altog^ether.

And indeed, in those days, I am sure that she

was partly mad.

You shall learn what she did.

First, she w^ould hear from her former

lover's own lips the sentence of her dismissal.

She w^ould read her fate in his eyes. There-
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fore, one morning, withont informing anyone of

her intention, slie took boat and was carried up

the river, and so made her way to his lodging

in Eyder Street. No neglect of dress could

hide the girl's wonderful beauty, but it was

unfortunate, the Captain being now daily in

the society of ladies who omit no point in their

attire which may help to enhance their charms,

that she came to him in a common stuff frock,

that in which she w\as accustomed to do the

housework, and a plain straw hat, so that she

looked exactly what she was, the daughter of

some tradesman of humble station. This, I

say, was unlucky for her. Another unlucky

thing was that the Captain was not alone in his

lodging ; and it shamed him that a girl, so

common in her dress and appearance, should

thus present herself and call him Jack, and

remind him of his broken vows. You will

expect, when you hear that Bess found a lady

in the room, a scene of mad and violent

jealousy. But nothing of the kind happened.

And yet the situation was one which might

very well have caused a jealous woman to fly
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out, for the lady, wlio was none other than the

Drury Lane actress, was sitting in a chair, and

Jack was standing over her. She was looking

up at him with her merry laughing eyes, her

hair curled over her forehead, and her face as

if it w^as always and naturally bright and

joyous (this thing one constantly sees in women

who play upon the stage, though I know not

why they should be happier than other folk).

Her hood, in which she had been wrapped, and

her domino, lay upon the table, and she was

dressed most daintil}^ in some flowered silk,

with laced petticoat and kid gloves. Xow,

like a true woman, Bess no sooner saw this

finely-dressed lady than she began to think

with shame of her own common frock, her hair

so rough, and her coarse hands, and to wish

that she had put on her best before she left

home. I know not what they were talking

about, but though the lady was merry, Jack

was serious; to be sure he never passed jests

with w^omen, and was not even as a boy over

fond of laughing with girls
;

perhaps—some

philosopher hath remarked—women like best
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the men who treat them seriously, and as if

every interview with them gave birth to what

the French call a grand passion.

At sight, however, of Bess as she stood in

the open doorway, Jack started and stepped

forward as if to protect his visitor, with a

round quarter-deck oath.

' Oh ! my poor ears
!

' cried the actress,

' are we on board ship already .^

'

Then she marked the face of the woman

at the open door, and there was something in

her eyes and attitude which made her silent.

There is a kind of despair which makes itself

felt, even by the lightest. This woman she saw

had a pale face and large black eyes, which

were fixed, steadfastly and piteously, upon the

Captain.

' Why do you come here ?
' asked Jack.

' I came to see you. Oh ! Jack I ' she

gasped, and caught at her heart.

' I have sent you an answer already.'

' I have come to hear your answer from

your own lips,' she rephcd, with trembliug

voice. f
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' Come, Bess,' he said coldly, but not un-

kindly, ' you are a foolish girl ; the past is gone.

We cannot bring back again what has been.

Forget it and me. And go away. This

is no place for you.'

' Forget it ? You think I can forget ? Have

you forgotten, Jack ; tell me, have you

forgotten ? ' She clasped her hands and threw

them out in a gesture of pain and trouble.

' Oh ! have you forgotten—you ?
'

'I have quite forgotten,' he replied.

' Everythiug has clean gone out of my mind,'

but, of course, his very words betrayed his

memory. 'Of course, I remember who you

are. Your flither taught me arithmetic and

writing. You are Bess Westmoreland. We
used to play together when we were children.

Then I went away to sea, and I remember

nothing more.'

' Nothing more/ she murmured. ' Oh ! he

remembers nothing more. Oh I is it possible ?

Can he forget ?
'

The actress looked on wuh grave attention.

She could read the story without being told.
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Partly, she was studying a delineation of the

passion of disappointed love, rendered better

than anything she had ever seen upon tl^.e

stage
;

partly, she was filled with pity. An

ordinary gentlewoman would have felt, as

Castilla feels, that such a girl has no business

to suppose that a gentleman can love her, the

thing being, in her opinion, contrary to Nature.

But the actress knew better. Besides, she

understood, which ordinary gentlewomen do

not, that beauty is not altogether a matter of

dress. A woman who is always dressing herself

in different fashions knows that very well.

'If you wish,' Jack went on, 'I will tell

you something more that I remember. But

you had better not ask me to tell you that.

Best to go away now, and before harder things

are said.'

' There can be no harder things said. Tell

me what you please.'

' I remember a young girl and a boy. The

boy had been six years at sea and among

savages, and knew not one woman from

another. So he thouHit he was in love with
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the girl, who Avas no proper match for him.

And when he had been at sea a£rain for six

w^eeks, of course he had clean forgotten her.'

' And now you have returned, Jack '—she

drac^^ed ofl' her hat, and her beautiful black

hair fell in long curls upon her shoulders

—

' look upon me. Am I less beautiful than I

was ? You, woman '— she turned fiercely upon

the actress— ' tell me, you, are you in love with

him ? No : I see it in your eyes
;
you do not

love him. Then you will speak the truth, and

perhaps you will pity me. Tell me, then, am I

beautiful ?

'

'You are a very beautiful girl, indeed,' said

the Queen of Drury Lane. ' Upon the boards

you would be a dangerous rival. Your hair

and eyes are splendid
;
your shape is faultless.

Unfortunately, you have not learned to dress.'

' You hear. Jack, what this lady, who is not

in love with you, says of me. I have learned

things, too, since you went away. I am no

longer so plain and rustic, and Oli

!

Jack ' She threw herself at his feet,

reo-ardless of the other Avoman. She must
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have known that it was a useless humiliation,

yet perhaps she was resolved to drink the cup

to the dregs. 'Jack, look upon my name

printed upon thy arm ; tliink of my hair tied

about thy wrist ; think of all thy promises

!

Jack, think of everything. Oli ! Jack, be

not so cruel I

'

Alas ! his face was hard and cruel. As she

lield up her arms in this humility, he made as

if lie woidd push her from him, and in his eyes,

once so soft to her and full of love, she read

now scorn and loathing.

' Go !
' he said. ' You have liad my answer.'

Then she rose meekly, and drew from lier

pocket certain presents he had given her—

a

necklace of red coral, a packet of ribbons, a

roll of lace, the gloves, a broken sixpence, and

laid tliem on the table.

'You shall have again,' she said, 'all that

you have ever given me, except one thing. I

keep your letter, and your promise. That I

will never give you back so long as I live. I

know not yet wdiat I shall do. ... I know

not ' She grew^ giddy, and looked as if
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she would fall, but presently recovered, and

without another word she left the room.

'Are there many such girls in love wdth

you, Captain Easterbrook ?
' asked the actress.

There were tears in her eyes, but she put up

her handkerchief. ' Are there many such in

tlie world, I wonder? They come not to this

end of town. Do you write the names of all

the women you love upon your arms? Then

they will be a pretty sight for a jealous wife.

Jack, when you marry.'

'Let her go.' He swept the poor trilies,

mementoes of bygone love, upon the floor.

' Let us talk of something else.'

' She is a very beautiful w^oman,' the actress

continued, disregarding his words. ' There is

no woman now upon the boards who would

better become the part of a queen ; and most

certainly none who could better act tlie part

she has just played. 'Twas a moving situation,

Captain, though it moved you not. I wonder

how many women's hearts thou hast broken,

Jack?'

' Why, if we come to questions, I wonder

VOL. III. i''
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how many men would like to make love to

yon, fair lady P
'

' Captain Easterbrook, it cannot escape your

penetration that there is not a pretty woman

in the world to whom all men would not will-

ingly make love, if they could. As for con-

stancy, they laugh at it ; and promises they

despise ; they trample upon the hearts of the

foolish women who love them ; and they con-

sider jealousy in a woman a thing past com-

prehension.' She laughed, but her eyes were

not so merry as when Bess opened the door.

' Well—I am resolved not to have my heart

broken, becanse I have but one, and if it chance

to be broken, I doubt if I could piece it to-

gether again. Therefore, my gallant Captain,

my brave Jack, I doubt whether it were wise

of me to come here any more. You may, if

you please, come to my suppers, to meet my

Lord and his friends. Look not so glum,

Captain. Well, perhaps I may see thee once

more before thy ship sails. If I do, promise to

pretend a little love for this unhappy love-sick

nymph ! She is a sea-nymph, I take it—one
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of those whom the poets call Naiads. Comfort

her poor heart a little, and perhaps when thou

art gone she may very likely console herself.

Alas ! always one loves and one is loved.'

' I loved her once. Can she expect
'

' Women are sucli fond creatures, Captain

Easterbrook, that they are not even contented

to be a toy for a month or two. As for me, I

make men my toys, and as for my heart, it

is still mine owm. Adieu, thou conqueror of

w^omen's hearts and compeller of w^omen's

tears. But, Jack'—she laid her hand upon his

arm— ' look that this poor distracted creature

doth not do a mischief to thee or to someone.

There was madness in her eyes. I now know

liow the passion of jealousy should be rendered.

It is to stand so, and to look so ; and thus to

use the hands.' She lost her own face, and

became Bess, so clever w\as she at impersona-

tion, and, in dumb show, went through the

pantomime of a scorned and jealous woman.

Then she put on her domino, took her liood,

and ran downstairs.

F 2
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CHAPTER XXXIV.

now CASTILLA WAS BETROTHED.

DO not think there is anything in

this history more distastefnl to

Castilla than a certain episode in

it, which one cannot choose but

narrate. To omit the incident would be the

conceahnent of a thing which clearly shows

the disposition of our hero at this juncture of

his affairs, wdien all seemed prosperous witli

him, but when his fate Avas already sealed, and

destruction about to foil upon him.

Castilla reproaches me with conceahng from

the Admiral and her mother, first, tlie previous

engagement with Bess, and, next, the acquaint-

ance of the Captain with the actress, of whom

mention has been made ; and declares that, if

the Admiral had known it, he would have for-
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bidden tlie house to so gay a Lothario. Castilla's

general opinion as to her father's character is

doubtless correct; but as to her father's con-

duct under certain circumstances, I prefer my

own judgment. Certain I am that if the

Admiral (now in Abraham's bosom) had known

both these facts—indeed, I am sure that he

knew a good deal of the first—he w^ould not

on that account have shut Jack out of the

house, nor w^ould he have forbidden him to

pay his addresses to Castilla.

' As for me,' she still says, indignant, even

after so many years, 'had I suspected the things

which you very well knew at the time, Sir, I

should have spurned his proposals. I have

now forgiven him, because, poor boy ! he was

punished for his weakness in the matter of that

witch and lier adviser, the Apothecary, whom

I believe to have been sold to the Devil! I

forgive him freely, and, you know% Luke, that

I have long since forgiven you for your part in

the deception. But there are things which can

never be forgotten, though tliey be forgiven.' '

As for my own conduct in the business, I
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know not why I should have told the Admiral,

or Castilla either, that a celebrated actress and

toast had been rescued from lbot})ads by Jack

Easterbrook ; that he supped at her house, in

company with other gentlemen ; and that she

visited him twice, to my knowledge, in his own

lodoinir, the first time in order to communicate

to him the news of his promotion, and the

second time—I know not why. I was not a

spy upon Jack ; and, on reflection, I think that

if the thing had to be done again I should

l^ehave exactly in the same manner.

Nor do I know why I should have warned

Castilla about the old love affair. It was over,

and finished. Surely a woman would not be

jealous because a Lnd of nineteen had made an

imprudent promise which he afterwards broke,

or because he then fell in love with, and after-

wards ceased to love, a certain girl, whether

below or above his own rank in life ? To

be sure, I was certain that some trouble

would happen, though of what nature I knew

not.

Suffice it to say, therefore, that I heard no
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more al:oiit the actress, but that Jack came

often, ill tliose weeks between his appointment

and his saiKng orders, to the Admiral's, and

that he made no secret to me of his passion for

Castilla. Also, he took the ladies to various

fashionable places of resort which they had

never before seen, because there was no one

to take them. Thus, we went one evening to

Eanelagh, where there Avas a ver}^ pretty

concert in the round room, with dancing after-

wards, and a great crowd of ladies beautifully

dressed, though none prettier than Castilla, to

my simple taste. And on another evening we

went to Drury Lane, where the actress, Jack's

friend, was playing the principal part ; and a more

merry, light-hearted creature one never beheld

upon the stage. I observed that Jack showed

no sign of any acquaintance with her, but dis-

cussed her performance as a stranger might be

expected to do, calling her pretty well as to

looks, but then, she w^as painted up ; while as

for beaut}^, give him blue e3^es and light hair,

at w^hich Castilla blushed. And so home by

moonlig^ht, when the watermen are niostlv <ione
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to bed, and the river is comparatively quiet.

Castilla sat beside Jack in the boat, and I

behcve he held her hand.

And, on the day after the play, the Admiral

was asked and gave his consent to his daughter's

engagement with Jack. He gave it with a

livelier satisfaction, he said, than he had felt in

any previous event of his life. ' Castilla,' he

said, ' this is the greatest day of thy life. For

thou art promised to the most gallant officer in

the King's Navy. I say, to the bravest and the

comeliest lad, and to the best heart, though he

shirks the bottle and leaves me to finish it. If

thou art not proud of him, thou art no daughter

of mine.'

' Indeed, sir,' said Castilla, ' 1 am very

proud of him.'

Jack threw his arms round her, and kissed

her on both cheeks, and on the forehead, and

on her lips.

I say no more. Castilla declares, now, that

slie never really loved him, though she con-

fesses that she was carried away by so much

passion and by her admiration of his bravery.
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Yet I know not. He was a masterful man,

who compelled women to love liim, and, as

the actress said, he had a conquering way with

liim. I think that if events had turned out

otherwise, Castilla would have become a loving,

as well as an obedient, wife. But let that pass.

They were engaged, and the club at the Sir

John FalstafF had a roaring night, in which Mr.

Brinjes heartily joined, because at his age

'twoidd have been a sin to suffer the fear of

approaching disaster to stand between himself

and a nic^ht of i:)unch and sin^ino' and the

tellini]^ of sea- stories.
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CHAPTEE XXXV.

now nilLADELPIIY KEPT THE SECRET.

HEX one reflects upon this time and

upon the conduct of Jack Easter-

brook, it seems as if at each suc-

cessive step the unfortunate man

advanced one step nearer to his own destruction.

Surely, knowing the grief, the resentment, and

tlie indignation whicli filled the heart of the

woman he had cast aside, witli no more con-

sideration than if she had been a hecl<]^ero\v

weed, he might well have reflected before

sending her intelligence Avhicli was certain to

drive her into despair. But, such as he do

never reflect.

Therefore, on the very day when he was

affianced to Castilla, he took the surest stej)s to

make Bess acquainted witli this certain proof of
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his desertion. For he led aside the old negro

nurse, Philadelpliy, and told her that he had a

most important thing to connnnnicate, and one

which very much concerned lier own happiness,

and a thing which everybody would be anxious

to know ; but that it was a profound secret,

and must be told to no one, and especially Avas

not to be communicated to any person outside

Madam's household.

'I know,' he said, ' that you desire nothing

in the world so much as the happiness of your

young mistress.'

That she assured him, truthfully, was the

case.

' So that I am certain you will rejoice when

I tell you the secret. Now, Philadelphy, what

should you say if Miss Castilla had a lover?
'

' 'Pends on de young gen'leman, sah.'

' So it does. You are always wise, Phila-

delphy. What should you say, then, if slie w^as

going to be married ?
'

' 'Pends on de young gen'leman, sah.'

' You are indeed a w^onderful woman, Plhla-

delphy. What should you think, then, if I
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were going to be that hap[)iest of mortals, Miss

Castilla's Imsband ?
'

The old woman looked at him admiringly.

Then she began to laugh. J^egroes are easily

tickled with laughter: they laugh if anyone is

luirt ; they laugh if misfortunes fall upon their

friends ; and wlien tliey are pleased they laugh :

Philadelphy, therefore, laughed for satisfaction

and joy, not, as Sarai of old laughed in derision.

' Is dat de troof, Massa Jack ?
'

' It is the truth, Philadelphy.'

' Ho ! ho
!

' she laughed again. ' Berry fine

lover for Miss Castil. Berry fine young man

for my young mistress.'

'It is a secret, Philadelphy,' he told her

again. ' No one knows it except Madam, and

the Admiral, and Castilla, and me. You have

been told first of all. That is a great honour

for you. But it is a secret as yet. I am to go

on board in a few days, and the Lord knows

when I shall return. So while I am away do

you take care of her, and put in, every now

and again, a word for me—you understand ?

'

She understood very well, and without the
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aid of die two guineas which he slipped into

her hand, that she was to sing the praises of

a certain young gentleman. She folded the

money in the corner of her handkerchief, and

nodded and lauorhed a";ain. As a secret

messenger, or go-between, I think Philadelphy

would have had no equal. Her taste, as well

as her genius, lay in this art ; but, unfortunately,

it was not called into practice, because Castilla

had but two lovers, one of whom she lost in the

manner you are going to hear, and the other

she married without any necessity for a go-

between at all.

'You understand,' Jack repeated, 'that it

is a secret. You are not, therefore, on any

account to tie up your head in your red turban,

and to carry the news into the town. You

must not think of telling the old fellow^s at the

Trinity Hospital. You must not go to Mr.

Skipworth, the Barber, with it ; and if you tell

Mr. Westmoreland, the Penman, or his daughter

Bess, you will make me angry. I quite depend

upon your secrecy, Philadelphy.'

The old woman nodded and laudied, and
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•laughed again, promising that nothing should

drao; the secret from her. But when the

Captain left her, she hastened to tie her red

handkerchief round her head, Avhich was her

w\ay of preparing to sally forth from the house
;

and then slie began to mutter with her lips.

Next she sat down, and laughed again. While

she w^as laughing, two of her fellow black ser-

vants came upon her ; and, being of a quick

and sympathetic mind, tliey sat down and

laughed with her, all three rolling about,

diofoinn; their hands into their sides, and

lauHnn^ in each others' faces, while the

tears ran down their cheeks. When they

were quite tired of this exercise, they left off,

and the two old men went away about their

own business without so much as asking why

she had set them off into this mirthful fit ; and

the old woman, setting her turban right, walked

off slowly in the direction of the town.

She did, in fact, and as Jack fully expected

she w^ould do, everything that she had been

carefully told not to do. First, she looked into

the gateway of Trinity Hospital. On the sunny
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side there walked half a dozen of the old men

warming themselves. She exchanged a few^

words with them, admonishing them to keep

the secret, and then went on her w^ay. ^""ow,

tliere are no more ingrained gossips than tliese

old almsmen, who have nothing to do all day

long except to tell each other stories, for tlie

most part old and well worn, and to retail news.

Therefore, as soon as Philadelphy had gone,

these veterans, one after the other, left the

hospital and made their w^ay, some to the Stairs,

and some to the taverns in the town, and some

to tlie Dockyard, spreading the news, for there

was no officer in the King's Navy better known

than Captain Easterbrook, whom all regarded

as a Deptford man, and greatly respected for

his conrage and his gallant bearing. Moreover,

he had among them all the reputation of being

a lucky officer. He had gone through so much

danger, and hitherto liad so miraculously

escaped from every kind of peril, that he must

needs be a lucky officer to sail with. And now

he w^as soinf^ to take command on board as fine

a frigate, the French-built ' Calypso', as there w^as
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afloat, and not a sailor but would have liked

well to sail with him.

When she left the hospital, Philadelphy

looked into the kitchen of St. Paul's Vicarage,

just to whisper the news to the maids. Thence

she went on her way to the Barber's, and,

calling Mr. Skipworth to the door, she imparted

the news to him, with many injunctions to

profound secrecy, which he faithfully and

joyfully promised, and kept his promise in the

way common among barbers—namely, that he

passed on the news in strict confidence and a

whisper to every customer in turn who came to

be shaved.

Philadelphy next crossed the street and

looked in at the Penman's. Mr. Westmoreland

was in the shop, writing a letter for one girl to

her sweetheart, somewhere at sea, wdiile another

waited her turn. In the corner of the room,

beside the fire, sat Bess, her hands folded in

her lap, doing nothing and paying no heed to

what went on. Tlie girls disputed what should

be said ; the scribe listened, and from time

to time put down a sentence, catching at
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their meaning rather than taking down their

words.

' Say I keep true and constant,' said one.

' though all the men in Deptford are asking me

to give him up. Tell him that. Tell him I

expect as much from him when he comes home

—else, he shall see. And if he dares so much

as to look at. . .
.'

'I wouldn't tell him that,' said the other

girl. ' Tell him that nobody in the town cares

a button for him or even thinks about him but

yourself. He'll think all the more of you for

that. Don't never let him think you care a

rope's-end whether he goes after the other

women or not.'

Mr. Westmoreland w^ent on writing while

they talked. He civilised, so to speak, their

letters for the ladies, taking out the threats,

the ejaculations, the accusations, the protesta-

tions, and the profane words, whereby he

certainly did much to strengthen and to

sanctify the bond of affection between the

sailor and his mistress, since a lover could not

but be moved at receiving a letter so movingly

VOL. III. G
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and so religiously expressed. It must surely be a

great thing for a man to think of his sweetheart

as a quiet, sweet-tempered, and well-conducted

woman (as always appeared from these letters),

capable of expressing the fniest sentiments in

the choicest language, and full of gentle piety.

Pity it was that when the men came home

their mistresses should always fail to talk and

to behave up to the standard of tlieir letters.

Without troubling herself about tlie girls,

Philadelphy took a chair beside Bess, and

began to whisper. Now, so carefully had Bess

kept her secret that no one in the place knew

a word about it except Aaron Fletcher, and,

for reasons of his own, he spoke of it to none.

Least of all did this old negro woman suspect

it. She whispered what she had to say, and

then, with a hundred nods and winks, used as

signs of mystery and secrecy, she got up and

went away.

Bess sat still awhile. The two girls fmished

their business with her father, and went away.

Mr. Westmoreland looked timidly at his

daughter.
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' Bess, my clear,' lie said.

She sliook her head impatieutl3\

' Is there any chance that you will come

round soon, my dear ? I wouldn't hurry any

woman's temper on my account, though I may

say that it is a month and more since I have

had any dinner.'

' If I had a knife in my hand this moment,'

she cried, springing to her feet and tossing her

arms in the air :
' if I had a knife, I would

drive it into my heart—or into his !

'

Her father made haste with trembling knees

to return to his writing.

That there are times when the Evil One is

permitted to have power over us we are well

assured, not only from Holy AYrit but from

the teaching of learned doctors. I say not

that we are to be excused from the consequence

of sins committed durino- such times, because it

is on account of our sins that the}^ are permitted.

This poor girl, I am very certain, was possessed

by the demons of jealousy, rage, and despair.

Else the great wickedness into which she now

fell would never have been possible to her.
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Heaven forbid that I should attempt to excuse

her ! But this day she was mad. On this

day, as you will presently confess, she nmst

have been mad.

She continued to sit in the same place,

hands clenched, with set eyes gazing straight

before her, and cheeks white. From time to

time her father looked furtively round. But

seeing no change, he went on with his work.

Presently he became afraid to sit alone with

her. He thought she was mad ; he feared that

she might get up suddenly and stab herself to

death, or, perhaps, stab him in the back. He

was never a brave or a strongman, and besides,

he had already suffered so much from feminine

wrath that he considered a raging woman

worse than a tigress, and would cheerfully

liave fouo'ht a lion in the arena rather than

foce his own wife in one of her angry moods.

But he had never before seen Bess so bad as

this. It wanted a good hour of his usual time

of leaving off work, but he got down from his

stool, changed his coat hurriedly, and went out

to his tavern.
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If he went there an hour before his usual

tune, it was fully an hour after his usual lime

that he returned. Bess was still in her chair,

but she no longer sat upright, scowling and

fierce. Her head was buried in lier hands,

and she was weeping.

Mr. Westmoreland was afraid to speak to

her. He crept silently upstairs, and went to

bed supperless.

For in truth, something very strange liad

happened between the time when the Penman

laid down his work and tlie time when he came

home. The \jaws of Death and the gates of

Hell had been opened.
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CHAPTEE XXXVI.

HOW BESS WENT OUT OF IIEU WITS.

r^MMEDIATELY after licr father had

left the house—perhaps he waited

until the Penman's departure—

a

man came to the door and stood

without. For a few moments he watched and

listened. Then he pushed the door open and

looked in. The room was dark, and lie could

see nothing.

' Bess,' he cried—it was Aaron Fletcher

—

' Bess, I know you are here, and it is no use

liidinu^. Come out this instant and talk with

me, or I will come in.'

There was no answer, and he stepped into

the room.

' You can jio out no-ain, Aaron,' said Bess.

' I have notliiog to say to you.'
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' I ^vill 2:0 out when 1 have said what I

came to say, and not before,' he rephed. ' If

you will listen, Bess, I have a good deal to

say.'

' Say, tlien, what you have to say, and

begone.' He hardly knew her voice, which

was hard. ' Of course, I know very well what

you have come to say. When you have said

it once, you can go. If you dare to say it

twice, I think I shall have to kill you. But,

before you take the trouble to say it, or any-

thing else, I tell you that it is no use. There

is no man in the world for me now. Don't

think of trying.'

^ Bess '—the man understood wdiat she meant

—
' d'ye think that I woukl come to crow^ over

your trouble? Why—but 3'ou don't under-

stand : you never did understand. A man as

loves you true can't choose but be sorry for

your trouble. I love you that true that I

should even like to see you married to him,

if he would have you. But he won't ; he

won't. Don't go to think now, Bess, that I'm

odad ; thouiih I alwavs kncAv what would



88 THE WORLD WENT

happen, and I lioped that you would perhaps

throw him over and take a better man, and

then we might have seen liim crying and

lamenting, instead of you. Pluck up spirit,

Bess. Curse him. . . . With his head in tlie

air and his step as if he w^as on his quarter-

deck, and us men were all his crew, and you

women were all for his own pleasure ! Curse

him, I say, for a villain ! He went through

the town just now dressed as if he was a noble-

man, at least, with the people crying after ]iim

for luck, and the fools of women calling bless-

ings on his head for a handsome man, if ever

there was one. Curse him ! Bess, why don't

you curse the man who has played you false ?

Hast never a tongue in thy head ?
'

It was too dark to discern her face, other-

wise Aaron might have been well pleased with

the jealous madness which filled her eyes.

Then he cursed the Captain again, and

w^ith stronger words ; but she answered no-

thing.

' I knew what he would do. I always knew

it. I hate him, Bess ! I have always hated
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liim as miicli as you hate him now ; or ahnost

as much, because you must hate him after all

lie has done so that there is no evil you would

not rejoice to see falhng upon him.'

He paused for some effect to be produced

by his words, just as an angler throws his line

and stops to watch his float. But Bess made

no sio'n.

'Who is he?' Aaron went on. 'Who is

lie that he should have all tlie good luck and I

should have the bad ? Why, when he came to

the town he was in rac^s. I saw him come.

He was a boy in rags. And now he is a

Captain, with a gold-laced hat, and I

Well, Bess, I am a bankrupt. That is what I

have come to. And it is through him ! Yes,

through him and through that one-eyed Devil,

who is Old Nick himself, or sold to him, I am

a bankrupt—I am broke ! First, through him,

I lost my boat, the " Willing Mind," took by a

privateer ; and then, through him, I lost the

prize-money I looked to make; and then,

tlirough him, my building-yard was burned.

And now I have spent all my money, Bess,
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and am broke. And all throngli him ! I

Avill be even with him, some day, if I swing

for it;

' Say what you have to say, Aaron, and go

away.'

' I came to say, then, Bess '—he lowered his

voice— * will you have revenge ?
'

'What revenc^e?

'

'I tried to take it for myself three years

ago. Did he never tell you who got liim

knocked o' the head and carried off to the

crimp's? 'Twas the sweetest moment of my

life, when he lay senseless at my feet. I done

it, Bess. 'Twas none but me. He got off that

time. He won't this.'

' Eevenge ? Do you think I will let you

take revenge for me ?
'

' Bess—think ! He hath deserted you, and

broken his promise. And me he has brought

to beggary, with the help of his friend the Devil

wdth one eye.'

' I will have no revenge taken for me, I

say. Go, Aaron. If that is all you have to

say, go, and leave me alone. Eevenge will not
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brini];' Ijack his heart to me. He loathes me

now as much as once lie loved me. I saw it

in his eyes. Will revenge change his eyes?

There is nothino^ for me l^ut to bear it till I

die.'

Aaron sat down on the table. The tempter

to evil was not to be sent away by a single

word.

' Wliat I
' lie asked. ' A woman of spirit,

and do nothing, though her sweetheart proves

false to her, and mocks and laughs at her !

Have they told you Iioav lie lauglis everywhere

about you?' (This was a lie: Jack never

spoke about her among his friends.) ' Why,

the o'entlemen all do it ; thev make bets with

each other about such girls as you ; and then

they go away and tell each other, and laugh

about her. Oh ! you forgive him. 'Tis sweet

Christian conduct. I suppose I should forgive

him as well for the loss of the '' Willing Mind,"

and the burning of my boat-yard ? ' He stopjjcd

to see if his words had produced any eflect upon

her : but she cave no siiin. ' You will dance

at his weddinu. I dare sav. He is ixoino- to
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many tlie daughter of tlie Admiral—him with

tlie wooden les^.'

' He is not married yet.'

' He is CToin^ to be married,' said Aaron

—

Co '

but this w^as also a lie
—

' by special license, and

without banns, to-morrow ; for his ship is under

orders, and the Captain will set sail in a few

days. He wants to be married before he goes.

'Tis a pretty little lady, and he will make her

happy. They say he is head and ears in love

with her, and nothing too good for her. I

dare say he was always a fond lover. You

found him a fond lover, didn't you, Bess, in tlie

old days ?
'

' Are you sure ? ' she asked. ' Oh ! the old

woman did not tell me this. Are you quite

sure? To-morrow? He will marry her to-

morrow ? So soon. Oh ! is there no hope left

at all ?
'

' The neo^ro woman went about the town

to-day telling everybody. You can ask her if

it is true. What do I know ? The Captain

w^as not likely to tell me, was he ? Well, Bess,

it must be a pleasant thing for you to be think-
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ino' that his arms are now round her neck,

which used to be round yours. He is kissing

lier red-and-white cheek now, just as he used

to kiss yours, in the old days when he used to

make a fool of you. And to-morrow, he will

be happy with his bride. That is something to

make you feel forgiving and w^ell-wishing, isn't

it?'

' Oh ! I shall cfo mad !
' she cried. ' I can-

I—

not bear it ; I shall go mad !

'

' To be sure, there are differences. She is

a gentlewoman, and you are only a tradesman's

daughter. She is soft, and has pretty manners,

I dare say, though her father is an old salt.

Whatever you are, Bess, no one ever called you

soft. She is fair, and you are dark. She loves

him, I dare say, better than you ever could.

She can wear a hoop, and cany a fan, and

paint her face, and, as for you, Bess Why,

what is the matter ?
'

' I will kill him first
!

' she cried, wildly.

' Aaron, I will kill him with my own hand !

'

' Nay, Bess, why with your own hand, when

Ithere is mine ready for your service ? And as
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for that, you are in sucli a rage that you would

surely bungle it ; ten chances to one you would

botch and bunaie it. Now, I am calm. If I

take it in liand, I shall make as pretty a job of

it as anyone can desire. Besides, Bess, if any-

one is to swing for putting such a villain out of

the way, it shall be me, not you, my girl. For

love of you, and hate of him, I should be

content to swing. But maybe. . . . Why,

Bess
'

' Aaron '—she laid her hand upon his

shoulder, catching her breath sliort
—

' oli ! I

would rather see him dead and in his grave

than let him marry her.'

' He must be dead to-night then, or he will

marry her to-morrow^ Hark 3^e, Bess, the

time has gone for crying. We must do it at

once—this very night. To-morrow he will be

married. The next day, or the day ufter, he

takes the command of his ship. This very

evening he hath gone to the Club with tlie

Admiral. He will but drink a single glass of

punch with the gentlemen, wdio will wish him

joy, and will then return to liis new mistress,



VERY WELL TLIEN 95

with whom he thinks to spend the evening

kissing and making love. Do you n]ark my
words ?

'

'Yes .... yes .... I am hstening.'

' In half an hour or so he will be returning

by this road. Suppose, Bess, he should meet

us on the w^ay—the woman he has deserted

and \\\<i man he has ruined ?
'

' Let us go !
' she cried. ' Let us go at once.

He shall never mnrry her. Let us go ! Why,

Aaron, are you for handno' back ?
'

' There is time enough—no hurry. See,

my girl, I have brought with me—'tis all I

have left of my privateering—a pair of ship's

pistols.' He lugged them out of his pockets

and laid one on each leg, still sitting on the

table. ' They are loaded ; I loaded them half

an hour ago, a brace of bullets in each, and

the flints are new. Xo hurry, Bess. Let us

consider.' She was already more than half-

mad, but he thought to madden her still more.

' Let us consider. All the world knows thy

history, Bess.' This, too, was a lie, because no

one knew it, ' When you go forth again the
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women will point and say after you, " There

goes the girl who thought to marry the hand-

some Captain ! There goes Bess, who thought

to be the wife of Captain Easterbrook ! Pride

goes before a fall. Now she will have to marry

some honest tarpaulin, like the rest, if any be

found to have her." 'Tis a hard flitc, Bess.

Whereas
'

* Aaron, let us go. Quick ! quick ! Give

me the pistols.'

' Nay—nay. You to have the pistols ? ' he

replied, in no hurry, and still trying to madden

her. ' Whereas, if we take care that he shall

marry no one, they cannot cry out after you,

and he shall not have another wife.'

' I would rather he were dead,' she said.

' Aaron, let me kill him with my own hand !

'

' Will you come with me .^
'—he put up his

]:)istols
—

' or will you stay with me ? 'Tis but

live minutes' walk to the dark place in the road

Avhere we stopped him once before. But come

with me. If you stay here, you will know

nothing till I come back, when the job is done.

If you come with me, you shall see it done,
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Why, your revenge will be dcubled if yoii

stand by and see it done. And when he falls,

Bess, cry out quick that it was thy doing. So,

in his last moments, he shall feel that thou hast

revenged thyself.'

' Come—quick—before I repent ! Let us

kill him quickly ! Oh ! Aaron, I am all on fire !

I burn. Come '

Aaron nodded his head, and leisurely rose,

satisfied at length with the spirit of murder

which he had called up. It made her pant

and gasp and tear at his arm to drag him

along.

' One word, first,' he said. ' I am not

going to do this all for nothing. When the

job is done, Bess, you will marry me ?

'

' Yes. You may marry me, or you may

murder me. I care nothing which. Oh ! he

shall never marry her—never ! Come, Aaron,

come ! We shall be too late !

'

I say that she was mad. It could not be

in any other mood but madness that Bess would

become a murderess. Truly, Aaron was a

crafty and cunning man, tluis to turn her

VOL. III. II
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thoiialits to revengre, and to make a murder

done for private wrongs—but did Jack set fire

to his boat-yard, or take the ' Wilhng Mind ' ?

—

seem as if it was a righteous act of retribution

for lier sake. Why could he not murder his

enemy witliout dragging Bess into the crime

with him ? I know not : but I suppose that

he thought to bind her to him by the guilty

secret which the two would have between them
;

as if the knowledge would not keep them

apart : for, with such a secret, the wliole

breadth of the world should not be wide

enough to keep the two asunder. But it is

impossible so much as to guess at the secrets of

Aaron's mind at such a moment. One thing is

certain, that, like Bess, he was driven well-nigh

desperate by his misfortunes, which, however,

he was not justified in laying on the Captain.

Perhaps he had no thought at the time, except

of revenge, and no other desire than to gratify

Bess—whom still, I believe, he loved, after his

manner—and himself in the same manner, and

at a single blow.

bme,' he said.'C(
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Then he directed her to go on in advance,

so that if anyone shonld pass her on the road

tiiey might not connect him witli her as a com-

panion, and ordered her to ^vait for him in that

place where the grass strip broadened into a

little roadside green planted full of trees. Here

she was to await him.

'Twas the same place where, three years

before, Aaron liad made his first attempt, the

failure of which might have deterred him, one

would think. But it did not. Here he pre-

sently joined tlie girl.

' Xo one is abroad,' he said. ' I have

passed none npon tlie road. That is well.

Heart up, Bess ! In a few minutes thou shalt

be happy, if revenge can make tjiee happy.

He will kiss his fine mistress no more.'

' Happy ! There is no more happiness for

me. Oh ! Aaron—quick—do what tlion hast

to do quick, lest I repent and stop thee. Oli !

Jack-—my Jack—must I murder thee ?
'

' Keep dark,' said Aaron. ' Why, you are

losing heart already. I am sorry you came

witli me. Keep dark, I say, and look not forth

H 2
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until the shot is fired. As for me, I scorn to

hide. I am here to kill him if I can, or let

him, if he can, kill me. He has a sword, and

I have my pistols. Let him fight it out. It is

a fair battle between us. But keep back, Bers,

and keep dark. I think I can hear his foot-

step.'

When, three years before. Jack Easterbrook

had walked along the same road at the same

time, his head was full of love for the very

w^oman wdio now^ stood in tlie shade of the trees

waiting to see him done to deatli. From tlic

madness of jealous women, good Lord, dehver

the men ! And from tlie inconstancy of per-

jured lovers, good Lord, deliver the women !

As she stood and listened, the sound of his

footstep—she could not be mistaken in the step

—fell upon Bess's ear, and immediately the

Captain himself was to be plainly seen in the

twilight, walking briskly along the road. As

for Aaron, in spite of his brave words, he kept

in the shade of the trees, feeling, doubt-

less, as is the w^ay with murderers, more con-

fidence while in hiding than in the open.



VERY WELL THEN loi

Before she heard his footstep, the poor gW,

the prey of all tlie evil passions, stood breath-

ing quickly, her hands clenched, burning with

rage, and mad for revenge. Yet, mark what

happened. At the very first footfall, at the

first somid of the step which still she loved,

the wdiole of her madness fell from her as a

woman's cloak may fall from her shoulders
;

her heart stood still, her knees trembled, and

her love went out again to him. Also she saw

—now, was not this a thought sent to her

direct from Heaven's throne of mercy in order

to save a poor sinner from a dreadful crime.̂

—

she saw, I say, in imagination, her lover lying

dead upon the ground, his pale face turned up

to the stars, never to come back to life again,

and she herself standing over him—who had

murdered him. Already she felt upon her

forehead the seal of murder as it was placed

upon the front of Cain. Already she felt the

terrible remorse of murder. Near every crime

can be atoned for, except murder. You may

rob a man
;
you may slander him ; things stolen

may be replaced ; things said may be with-
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drawn : but liis life you cannot restore to a

man. Therefore tliere is no crime so dreadful

as murder, and no remorse so fearful as tliat of

a murderer, even when his conscience is as

hardened as that of Aaron Fletcher himself.

' Oh !

' Bess told me afterwards, though the

poor girl knew not how to put all these

her thoughts into words, but could only

speak of them brokenly, 'I thought that if he

were to die, I must die too, and that with no

hope of forgiveness, so that I should never

sit beside him in Heaven, and never ask his

mercy. And I saw that if he would leave me,

he must ; and, oh ! how could I be so

wicked ? How could I ? No ; it was not

Aaron's fault ; 'twas my own mad, jealous

heart.'

There wanted but a moment when Aaron

would have stepped out and discharged his

pistols. There was no relenting in him ; he

had no qualms of conscience and no fore-

bodings of remorse. He had lost everything

—^his sweetheart, his boat, his business, his

fortune—by this man, he thought ; 'twas little
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revenge indeed, in return for so much injury,

to kill liini. Perhaps, afterwards, with the

gibbet in sight and the irons on his legs, he

might have felt remorse. But one doubts,

seeing how hardened are most of the villains

who. go forth to Tyburn to the fatal tree, and

how little true repentance the Ordinary doth

witness.

He was waiting, then, the pistol cocked.

His enemy was almost within his reach when

Bess rushed out from her hiding-place, cry-

ing, ' Jack ! Jack ! Save yourself ! Save your-

self
!

'

He stopped, and drew his sword.

' Fly !
' she cried ;

' Aaron is among the

trees with his pistols. We came to murder

thee. Oh ! fly for thy hfe. Let him kill me

instead. He shall shoot at thee through my

body!'

She stood before him, her arms out as if

to stop the pistol-bullet.

'Stand aside, Bess,' said Jack. 'Now,

Aaron, ye cowardly, skulking dog, come out!

Show youn'elf. man ! Bring out yom' pistols,
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I say ! Come, ye sneaking, murdering vil-

lain!'

Aaron might have shot him on the spot

where he stood, breast bared, so to speak, for

the pistoh But he did not, because so great

is the power of authority over such men as

Aaron, when one speaks who is in the habit

of command, tliat he obeyed and came forth

meekly, his pistols in his hand, like a dog who

comes at call to be whipped.

' Lay down your weapons,' said Jack,

sword in hand.

Aaron obeyed, saying nothing

' So,' said the Captain, ' this is now the

second time that thou hast attempted my life.

Man, if I had thee on board my ship I would

keel-haul thee, or maybe hang thee for mutiny.

Know, sirrah, that the mere conspiring to

murder hath brought many a poor rogue to the

gallows. Now, I know not wherefore thou

didst resolve to make this second attempt.

Eemember, however, that the first score is not

yet paid off. Yet I heard some talk of losses

and the burning of boat-yards, Avhereby it
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seems as if some greater P(3wer had interfered

to punisli thee. Go, now. Perhaps to-morrow

I shall determine what furtlier may be done.'

Aaron obeyed, walking away slowly and

sullenly, the pistols lying on the ground.

Then Jack turned to the girl who had

saved his life. ' So, Bess,' he said, ' you came

out to murder me, did you ?
'

"• Yes,' she confessed.

' I was in hopes that you had laid my
words to heart, and had forgotten the

past.'

'I can never forget the past. Oh, Jack! 'tis

too much to ask of any poor woman. 'Tis

too much !
' She burst into crying and weeping.

' Oh ! I am an unhappy wretch, who would

even murder the man I love better than all

the world.'

'Nay,' said Jack, 'there is no harm done,

because— d'ye see—I am unhurt, and you

changed your intention in time. If I did not

know thee better, Bess, I might think that this

was a trick of thine. But Aaron hates me

of old; and you— since I came home.'
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' I have never hated you, Jack. God

knows I wish I was dead, and out of your

why.'

' My poor girl, you are ah^eady out of my

way, if you would only think so. For the

sake of a few love-passages three years ago,

way waste and spoil your hfe ?

'

' I cannot take back what I have given. To-

night they told me that you are to marry Miss

Castilla. That made me mad. But I am not

mad any longer. Go to your new mistress,

Jack. I will give you no more trouble—no

more trouble. Make love to her as you did

to me. Tear her heart out of her as you tore

mine. I will give you no trouble—no trouble

at all. I will not try to stand between her

and you.'

' Foolish girl ! Forget me, Bess, and find

another lover.'

' I have tried to curse thee, Jack, but I

cannot. Oh ! I cannot. I have tried a

dozen times. My lips will not form the words,

nor would my heart mean them if I could

say those words. I have tried this night to
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kill thee. But I could not. Therefore it is

certain that I am not to do thee any harm.

This is better, because, whatever happens, thy

heart will not be thereby the more hardened

against me.'

Jack made no reply. Perhaps he was

touched by what she said.

' Go, Jack. Go to th}^ mistress.' This

she said, not rudely or scornfully, but quietly.

' Jack, I know now what has been lying in my

mind. It is that' I have a message for thee.

It is that God Himself will punish thee, and

tliat in the way that icill touch thee the

deeijest. I know not how that Avill be, and, for

myself, I desire no harm for thee. I will

henceforth neither speak nor think hard things

of thee. But remember : no other man shall

ever kiss me, because I am thine. Jack—

I

belong to thee. Oh ! Jack, my sweetheart,

my love, GoD Himself will puuish thee, un-

happy boy ! and that in the icay that most

icill touch thee

!

'

Jack laughed lightly—yes, he laughed

—

and went his way.
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This is what happened between the time

wlien the Penman left his daughter and the

time when he returned. Said I not that tlie

jaws of Death and the gates of Hell were

opened on this night?
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CHAPTER XXXYII.

HOW BESS RECOVERED HER SENSES.

lOMAN is a variable and a change-

able creature. Many poets and

philosophers have insisted upon

this maxim. Mr. Westmoreland,

as well as Socrates, had good reason to feel the

truth of it, and could testify to it from his own

experience, under the rule of wife first, and of

daughter afterwards ; though the capricious

nature of the latter empress was a kind of

heaven compared with the clapper-clawing.s

rubs, and bulTets which marked the reign of the

former. The next morning the Penman came

downstairs meekly resigned to do the daily

necessary house-work, which his daughter

should have done—namely, to lay his desk in

order for the day's work, fmd something for
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breakfast, and, towards the hour of noon,

interrupt his calcinations in order to prepare

dinner of some kind—wliich had been his lot

for the last two months : in fact, thongh he had

not the wit to connect tlie two events, ever

since the return of the Lieutenant on board the

French prize. He was, therefore, truly aston-

ished when he saw that the room was already

swept clean and tidy, a coal fire lit, for the

autumn morning was cold, and his breakfast

set out upon the table, just as he loved to have

his food, read}'^ to his hand, without any

thought or trouble about it ; both plenty as

regards quantity, and pleasing as regards

quality. More than this, his daughter Bess was

busy with a duster among his papers—no one

but Bess knew how to take up a sheet of paper,

dust the desk about and under it, and lay it

down again in its place. She wore a Avhite

apron, her sleeves were turned up above her

elbows, and she was going about her work

steadily and quietly, as if nothing at all had

happened. More again, when she saw her

father, she smiled, and saluted liim. Now, she
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had not smiled, or said a sinode irracious thino' to

him for two months and more.

' Come, father,' she said, ' take your break-

fast wliile the beer is fresh and hath still a

head. The cask is well-nigh out, and I must

have another brew. The knuckle of pork has

got some good cuts left yet ; as for the bread,

it is dry, because it is baker's bread, and last

week's baking. But to-morrow you shall have

some new home-made.'

This was a very strange and remarkable

change. Nothing at all had happened to make

her happier. On the contrary, her lover was

certainly going to marry Castilla, and lie w\as

going aw^ay: her affairs were as hopeless as

they could well be. Yet now her soul Avas

calm. It may be that one cannot go on for

ever at a white heat of wrath ; but some have

been known to brood over their wrongs all the

days of their lives. Her soul was calm. That

was the change which had fallen upon her

;

her eyes were no longer fierce, and her cheek

was no more alternately flaming red and deathly

white. Nor did her lips move continually as if
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she were vehemently reproacliiiig someone.

Her face was soft again. She told me after-

wards, spealdng humbly and meekly, that when

she had tried to curse her unfaithful lover, her

lips refused ; and when slie had tried to murder

him—her heart failiuo^ her at the last—tlie

words that she said to liim—namely, that she

would seek no more to harm him, and would

think no more of him witli bitterness, feeling

assured that God would bring the thing home

to him in such a way as Avould touch him most

surely—these words seemed as if they were

whispered in her ears or put into her mouth
;

and then suddenly, as she uttered them, all the

rage and madness which had torn her for two

months left her, and peace fell upon her heart.

Those who please may put upon this confession

any other meaning ; for my own part, I can

see but one. What that interpretation is, I

leave to the reader.

Mr. Westmoreland, however, when he ob-

served this change, fell to shaking and shiver-

ing, betraying in his looks the most vivid ap-

prehensions. The reason of this phenomenon
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was that in the old days before his wife ran

away from him—Bess during the hist two

months had in other respects greatly resembled

her mother as to temper—whenever a domestic

storm of greater fury than usual was brewing, it

was always preceded by a period of unusual

activity in the house, with a strange and un-

natural zeal for cleanliness and tidiness. The

memory of this fact, and of the terrible storms

which afterwards used to break over the poor

Penman's head, caused tins awakeninsj of terror.

Was Bess in this respect also going to take

after her mother?

' Child,' he stammered, ' what—what

—

what in Heaven's name hath happened to thee ?

Have I wronged thee in any way ? Tell me,

Bess, only tell me, what have I done to

thee ?
'

' Why, father, nothing. I have been ill

lately. N"ow I am better. Sit down and take

your breakfast. For dinner you shall Jiave

something better than cold knuckle of pork.'

He obeyed, wondering and distrustful.

' I've been ill of late, father,' she repeated
;

VOL. III. I
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' and you've been neglected and uncomfortable.

It's my fault tliat tlie room was this morning

up to my ankles in dust and dirt. But I've

been very ill, and couldn't do anj^tliing but

think of the pains in my head.'

' Well, Bess,' he replied, rallying a little,

' to be sure you've been a bit—so to speak

—

haughty, for the last two months. It came on,

I remember, about the time when the Lieu-

tenant came home.'

'It was about that time, father. Two

months ao'o I first be^fan to have these dreadful

pains in the head.'

' If it was toothache you should have gone

to Mr. Brinjes, and had it out. If it was tic,

there's nothino; to helo it but a clmrm. But

why not ask Mr. Brinjes to charm it away? '

' It was not toothache. I dare say it was

tic. But now it has almost gone.'

' Was it, Bess—was it '—he dropped his

voice—'was it anything to do with Aaron

Fletcher? Sometimes I've thought there might

have been a love disappointir ent. Was it

Aaron Fletcher ?

'
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' Aaron Fletcher is nothing to me, and

never will be.'

' Well, I'm glad to hear that, Bess, because

Aaron is a bad man—a man of violence ; a

crafty man, my dear—a headstrong man—

a

man without virtue or religion—and an un-

forgiving man as well. I've watched Aaron,

man and boy, since he was born. Aaron will

end badly. Of late he has been drinkiug, and

his business is broken up. Aaron will come to

a bad end.'

' Well—that's enough said about me, father.

Go on with the cold knuckle.'

' And now shall I hear thee sindno^ about

thy work again, Bess .^ and laughing again just

as before ? It does my old heart good to hear

thee sing and laugh. Nay, that doth never

put me out, though I be struggling with the

sine and tangent and even with the versed sine.

'Tis when I hear thee weep and groan, and

when to all my questions I get no answer, and

when thine eyes are red and thy cheek pale,

and when all day long I see thee sitting neglect-

ful and careless
—

'tis then, my dear, that the

r -1



ii6 THE WORLD WENT

figures swim before my eyes and tlie result

comes all wrong. 'Tis then tliat if I try to

write, my flourishes are shaky, and the finials

lack firmness.'

' Nay, father,' she rephed, ' I fear I shall

not laugh and sing again all my life. The kind

of tic which I have had takes away the power

of laughing and the desire for singing. But I

hope never again to be so troubled.'

' Alas !
' said her father, ' I would I were a

preacher, so that I could exhort women to good

temper. Sometimes when the learned and

pious Vicar is expounding the wisdom of the

Chaldees—which is, no doubt, a most useful

subject for the Church to consider—I venture

to think that a word might be spared on the

sins of temper and on the hasty tongue and the

striking hand. Truly, for my own part, in all

things but one have I been singularly blessed,

yea, above my fellow^- creatures. For I have a

house convenient and weather- tight ; I belong

to the one true Church, being neither a Papist

nor a Schismatic ; I am assured of my salvation,

throiioh no merits of mine own ; I am not of
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lofty station but obscure, yet not of the vilest

herd ; I live sufficiently, and, when my daughter

pleases to exercise her skill of housewifery, with

toothsoraeness ; no man envies me, and I have

no enemies ; 'tis true my shoulders are round

and I am weak of arm, but what of that? To

crown all, I have been endowed by beneficent

Providence with the love of divine mathematics

and the gift of fine penmanship, so that my

work, whether I copy, or engross, or write

letters, or work out logarithms, or consider the

theses, lemmas, corollaries, problems, and curi-

ous questions advanced by ingenious professors

of the exact sciences, I live all day long in con-

tinual happiness. I would not cliange my lot

for any other, save and except for one thing.

I am filled with pride, which I hope is not sin-

ful, because it is in gratitude for tlie gifts of

Heaven. But there is one thing, my child. I

have wanted no blessing in this life, which to

many of my fellow-creatures is, for no seeming

fault of theirs, a vale of misery and of tears.

But, alas ! I still found my comfort spoiled by

the temper of thy mother while she remained
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with me. And I feared, Bess—I say that I

feared—lest thou miaht also take after her,

and so the scoldings, the peevishness, the dis-

content, and the violence mic^ht be^in au'ain.

I am not so young as I was then, and I

doubt whether I could endure that misery

again.'

' Fear nothing, fatlier. Why, whenever

did I ask or do aught to make you think that

I should upbraid you? As for my temper,

I will try to govern myself Fear nothing,

father. To-day you shall have as good a dinner

as you can desire, to make up for tlie past

shortcomings. What will you have ?
' She

spoke so gently and softly that Iier father was

quite reassured, and plucked up his courage.

' Well, child, since thou art in so happy a

disposition—Lord, grant tliat it continue !—

I

would choose, if I may, a hodge-podge, with

an onion pie. They are the two things as thou

knowest well, which most I love. With hodge-

podge, onion pie, and a merry heart, a man

may make continual feast.'

It w^as not a merry heart that returned to
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poor Bess, but it was the outward seeming or

sliow of clieerfuluess wliicli not only returned

but remained with her, so that she now hstened

to her father's garrulous prattle with apparent

interest, and gratified his love of good feeding

by toothsome dishes, of which there w^as no

more notable compounder than herself. This

day especially she regaled him with a most

excellent hodge-podge, in itself a dish fit for

a king, and also with an onion pie, a thing

counted dainty by those of a strong digestion,

tliouo'h to some who have a delicate stomach it

may be thought of too coarse a flavour, being

composed of potatoes, onions, apples, and eggs,

disposed in layers in a deep pie-dish, and

covered over with a light crust of flour and

suet.

While Bess was engaged in the preparation

of this banquet, the Barber came running across

the road, as was his v»^ont when the morning

business was completed, and he haci any ne^vs

of importance to communicate—for the spread

of new^s at Deptford is in this way. First it is

whispered at the Barber's shop, then it is
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whispered by the Barber to his customers and

his cronies, and next it is carried by them in

all directions around the town.

' Have you heard the news, friend West-

moreland ?
' he asked, with the air of one who

is the possessor of an important secret.

' Why,' Mr. Westmoreland replied, ' since I

have not seen you before this morning, gossip,

how should I hear any news ?
'

' You will be astonished,' said the Barber.

' Those who hold their heads the hic^hest fall

the soonest. One whom you know well, friend,

and have known long, is broke. Ay, you may

well look surprised and ask who it is. He is

broke, who, but a short time ago, Avas master of

a thriving business, and seemed as if he would

save money.'

' Who is it, then ?
'

' I have myself suspected a great while what

would happen. For, thank Heaven, I can see

as far as most men, and can put two and two

together, and am no babbler of secrets, but

keep them to myself, or talk of them with my
friends over a pipe of tobacco and a glass,
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being a discreet person. Wherefore, when I

heard of certain accidents, and saw in wdiat a

spirit they were received, I made up my mind

what would happen.'

' Who is it ? ' asked Mr. Westmoreland, when

this garrulous person had partly talked liimself

out of breath.

' It is a man whom you know well ; and

Bess, here, knows him veiy well, too.'

' If, Mr. Skipworth,' said Bess, ' you would

tell my father your news, we could tlicn talk

about it afterwards.'

' Why, then, Aaron Fletcher is broke.

That is the first news. Since tlie burning of

his yard, he hatli done no work, not even to

putting up some sheJ and carrying on the busi-

ness. What were we to think of that ? When

lie went privateering lie made but little prize-

money, but had quickly to come home again.

Thenceforth he hath been living on his stock,

and hath now come to an end, and is broke.

This morning he was to have been arrested.

The writs are out for liim, and the officers came

to seek him with intent to take him to the
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Marsh alsea, where his case would have been

tried at the Palace Court.'

' Would have been tried ?
' asked tlie

Penman. ' Is it not to be tried, then ?
'

' I said would^ because for one tiling whicli

his creditors thought not of—he hatli escaped

them. Otherwise he would have languished

in jail until his death.'

Here tlie Barber wanted to be asked further

what was tliat happy incident which had en-

abled Aaron to 'scape prison ; for one who is a

retailer of news loves not to expend it all at a

breath, but must still keep some back.

' His father,' he continued, ' was a substan-

tial man, and saved money, which the son has

spent. He inherited, besides the building-yard,

a good business, and a fast smack, the " Willing

Mind," for his trade across the Channel. Xow

the smack is lost, the yard is burned, the busi-

ness is ruined, and the money is spent.'

' An idle fellow,' said Mr. Westmoreland

;

' a fellow who loved not work. But how hath

he escaped his creditors ?
'

' He will not go to prison ; for in the night.
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we now learn from certain authority, lie walked

over to Woolwich, where he hath enlisted in

the Marines, and so is beyond the reacli of his

creditors, who cannot now arrest him. So he

escapes the prison, and exchanges the Marshal-

sea for a man-o'-war. Maybe 'tis better to be

killed by a cannon-shot than to be starved in a

debtors' gaol.'

So, after more reflections on the folly of

young men and the certain end of laziness and

extravagance—which have been put more con-

cisely by King Solomon the Wise—the Barber

returned to his shop ; and before noon every-

one in Deptford had heard the surprising news

of Aaron's fall.

This intelligence made Bess tremble, tliink-

ing on the madness of the last night, when this

young man was so desperate, being now assured

that he was bankrupt, that he was ready to

commit a murder, caring little whether he was

found out and hanged, or no ; and she herself

was so desperate in her wrath and jealousy,

that she was ready to commit murder in order

to prevent another woman's happiness. Wliy,
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what would be the condition of that guilty pair

now, were Jack lying dead ? Since, however,

Aaron was bankrupt it was now certain that he

had already resolved to go away and enlist in

the Marines, when he came to her and proposed

the crime ; and that he intended to leave the

dreadful secret of the murder, had it been

committed, to herself alone—a burden greater

than she could bear.

For Aaron, 'twas the only way of escape, to

'list in one of His Majesty's regiments. Natu-

rall}^, he chose the Marines as the branch

belonging to the sea. To carry a musket on

board a King's ship, after being a Lieutenant

in a privateer, not to speak of commanding the

' Wilhng Mind,' is to come down in the world,

indeed. Yet that he cared for little, consider-

ing the alternative of a debtors' prison, terrible

to all, but most terrible to a man wlio, like

Aaron, had spent all his life in tlie open air,

and most certainly it is better for the country

that a stout and active fellow should be lighting

her battles than that he should be laid by

the heels in a prison doing nothing. Mark,
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however, what followed. Aaron Avalked to

Woolwich that night, where there is a depot

for Marines, which in that w^ar represented

twenty-five companies. He enlisted in the

morning. When they began to teach him his

drill it was found that he already knew as

much as is expected of any recruit when he is

passed for service. Therefore he was, with

others, marched to Chatham ready for embark-

ation. There are many remarkable coinci-

dences in this liistory, but there is none more

remarkable than the fact that Aaron should

have been shipped as a Mariue on board the

very ship, the ' Calypso,' of whicli the man he

had tried to murder was Commander. This

circumstance, with the consequences which fol-

lowed, I can regard as nothing but providenti-

ally ordered.

When Aaron discovered who was the

Captain of the ship, he fell at first into de-

spair, and was ready to throw himself over-

board, looking for floggings continually and on

the merest pretext, with keel-haulings and

every kind of tyranny, oppression, and punish-
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raent. But lie presently found that the Captain

took no kind of notice of him, even when he

was on sentry duty on the quarter-deck, and

seemed not even to know that he was on

board.
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CHAPTEE XXXVIII.

HOW PHILADELPHY REFUSED A BRIBE.

HEN Bess had given her flither his

hodge-podge and onion pie, which

he received as some compensation

due to him for all past privations

and recent neglect, she left him, and repaired

to the Apothecary's,

Mr. Brinjes was already wide-awake, and

in earnest conversation with Philadelphy. On

the table between them lay the famous skull-

stick, object of the deepest veneration and awe

to the negro w^oman.

' What will you do for me,' he was saying,

' if I give you this stick ? I am old now, and

I have no enemies to punish, nor many friends

to protect, and I want nothing for myself

except that which not even an Obeah man can
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procure for himself—bis lost youth. . . . What

will you do for me, Philadelphy, if I give it

to you ?

'

' Massa Brinjes '—she clutched at tlie stick,

and held it in her arms, kissing the skull

—

horrid thing !—which grinned at Bess as if it

were alive, ' I will do everything. Ask me

—

tell me—I will do everytlnng.'

' We shall see. Those who possess this

stick—it must be given, not stolen, or the

virtue vanishes—can do whatever they please.

Why, if it were your own, there would be no

woman in the country so powerful as you. If

you have enemies, you could put Obi on them,

and go sit in the sun and watch them slowly

dying—Ha? I have seen the wise women on

the West Coast sitting thus, and watching

outside the hut wherein their enemy lay wast-

ing away. And if you have friends, think of

the good fortune you could bring them. Why,

Miss Castilla you could marry to a Lord ; not

a beggarly ship Captain, but a rich Lord.'

' No—no,' said Philadelphy. ' She shall

marry Mas' Jack. No one like him.'
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' You could make her as rich as you could

desire. If she wants children, you could send

them to her. No need, then, to consult the

cards, or to watch the birds, because you could

have everything your own way to command,

once you get the skull-stick. As for wind and

rain, you could call for tliem when you pleased.

See'—he rose and looked up at the sky, which

was covered with driving clouds, the wind

being fresh. ' See—you would like rain !

'Twould be good for Madam's garden, would it

not ? I call for rain.'

Strange ! As he spoke, the drops pattered

against the windows. Though 'twas a light

and passing shower, yet it seemed to fall in

reply to his call. He might have seen it on

the point of falling, and prophesied after the

event was decided: truly, Mr. Brinjes was

crafty and subtle above all other men. But

Philadelphy jumped, and kissed the stick again.

' You see, Philadelphy,' he went on, ' what you

could do with this stick. It is wasted on me,

because I am too old to want anything. I am

past ninety, and you, I should think, are not

VOL. 111. K
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miicli over seventy. If I die before I give the

s-tick away, it is lost : its virtue is gone. But

there is still time. What will you do for me if

I give you the stick .^
' He paused and con-

sidered a little before he went on again. ' Per-

haps you think it will only compel rain, and is

of no use as regards persons. Well, here is

Bess to testify that I put Obi on Aaron

Fletcher. He was formerly a thriving man,

until he offended me. What hath happened to

him since ? First, he was tortured with tooth-

ache ; next, his smack was taken by French

privateers ; then he went privateering himself,

and did no good ; tlien his boat-building sheds

were burned, with all his tools and timber

;

lastly, he went bankrupt, and hath now, I fear,

enlisted in the Marines to escape a prison. I

have removed the Obi, and now leave him to

his fate. What will you do for me if I give

you the stick ?
'

Again the old woman clutched it and kissed

it, with the unholy light of witchcraft in her

eyes. I wonder if the Sorceress of Endor had

a skull-stick.
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' Stop a moment, Philadelphy. What will

you do for me ?
'

'Everything, Massa Brinjes. Nothing in

the world that I will not do for you.'

'There is only one thing that I cannot

make my stick do for me. Everything else in

the world I can do. But this thino- I cannot

do, and you can.'

Still clinging to the stick, the old woman

implored him only to let her know what that

was, in order that she might instantly go away

and do it.

'Bess hath a sweetheart, and he hath

proved a rover, as many sailors do. Bring

him back to her arms and keep him constant,

and I will bestow the stick upon thee.'

' Nay,' Bess cried quickly, ' since my
sweetheart loves me no longer, I will have

no charms to make him. I have promised

besides, that I will trouble him no more.'

' Tell me his name,' cried the old woman,

regardless of Bess. ' Only tell me his name,

and I will do it for her.'

' Can you bewitch a man at sea ?
'
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' I can, I can,' she cried. ' I will make his

heart soft for her, so that he will forget every

Other woman, and want none but Bess. Why,'

slie said, ' every negro woman knows a love

cliarm.' This with some wonder that a w^izard

of Mr. Brinjes' power, and possessed of an

Obeah stick, should not be able to do so simple

a thing. 'I can make him love her all the

same as he loved her at first. I can make him

li)ve her so as he shall never love anotlier

woman. If that is all, Massa Brinjes, let me

carry away tlie stick.'

' Softly, softly. The thing is not done yet.

If I give thee this stick I shall never get it back

again. Wherefore, let us have it paid for

iirst.'

'Tell me his name, then.' Philadelphy

turned eagerly to Bess, 'Only tell me his name,

girl, and I will make the charm to-day.'

' Nay,' Bess repeated, ' I want no charm to

bring him back.'

* Be not so proud, Bess,' said Mr. Brinjes

;

* you shall have wdiat your friends can get you.

As for you, Philadelphy, be not too ready.
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What ? You think I would give sucli a stick

for a trifle? You think Bess's lover is some

common sea-swab, I dare say—a master's mate,

at best, or a gunner, or perhaps a shipwright.

No, no; her lover is another guess kind, I

promise you.'

'If he was an Admiral, he should come

back to her. Tell me his name.'

' Even if he were promised to marry your

young mistress, Miss Castilla ?
'

A negro woman cannot turn pale, parti-

cularly one so black as Philadelphy, nor can

her colour come and go like that of a white

woman: yet she changes colour when she is

moved. Philadelphy not only changed colour,

but she gasped and looked upon Mr. Brinjes as

one astonished and dismayed.

' To marry Miss Castilla ?.
' she repeated.

' What if Bess's lover had deserted her for

your young mistress ?
'

'Don' say that—oh! Massa Brinjes, I

cooden do it—no—no—I could do anything

else, but I cooden do it even for the stick.'

' I say, Philadelphy, what if his name was
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Jack Easterbrook ? Why, it is Jack. It is tlie

Captain who was Bess's lover. Where were

your eyes not to discover that? You, a witch !

Where were your eyes, I say ?

'

' I cooden do it—no—I cooden do it.'

'Look at the stick again, old woman.

Think of the joy of having the stick your own.

Think of what you could do with the stick to

help you. What is the Captain to you, com-

pared with the possession of the stick ?

'

She looked at it with yearning eyes. Sup-

pose that the thing which all your life you have

been taught to regard as the symbol and proof

of power was to be offered you at a price.

This was the old negro woman's case—she

could have the Obeah stick in return for

—

what ?

' At the worst,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' it would

make her unhappy for a week.'

'No—no—Miss Castilla, slie dun set her

heart upon the Captain.'

'Well,' the tempter continued, 'with the

help of the stick you can not only find a rich

and noble lover for her, one who will make her
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happy, but you can also give her a charm and

make her forget the Captain.'

'Xo—no,' said the okl woman, 'Miss

Castilla will never forget the Captain.'

' Then, when his fancy returns to liis old

love, which it will do before long, your young

mistress will be made unhappy. Come, Phila-

delphy, think of this stick ; think of having it

your own—the great Obeah stick.'

' Who are you '—she turned fiercely upon

Bess— ' to take awav a youni]^ o'entleman officer ?

Stay with your own people, and let the Captain

stay with his. Massa Brinjes, if I give you the

secret to keep alive—ten—fifty—a hundred

years if you like—will you give me the

stick?'

' If you have that secret, old woman,' said

Mr. Brinjes, ' I will tear it out of you, if I have

to rack every joint in your body with rheuma-

tism. If YOU know that secret, it is as o-ood as

mine already. No, Philadelphy, it is the Captain

or nothing. Look at the stick agjain, Phila-

delphy. Take it in your hands.'

' Oil! I will ixet the uirl—wliat a fuss about
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a girl ! As if she was a lady !—I will get her

any other man in Deptford. Plenty handsome

men in Deptford.'

'I want none of her charms, Mr. Brinjes,

for Jack or anyone else,' Bess said again.

'Let her have the stick, if you like, and let

her go.'

' There
!

' Philadelphy cried, triumphantly.

' You see ? She wants none of my charms.

Why, there, take the secret instead, and let me

have the stick, and you shall live for a hundred

years more.'

Here one cannot but admire the way in

which these two magicians believed each in the

other's powers, but were uncertain about their

own. For—first—if Mr. Brinjes, by means of

his skull-stick, could draw down rain from the

sky, why could he not move the Captain's

heart ? And, next, if Philadelphy could turn

a faithless lover back to his fidehty, why could

she not so order Castilla's heart that she should

resign the Captain witliout a pang? But this

she could not do. Yet the wizard believed in

the witch, and the witch in the wizard.
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'It must be Jack,' said Mr. Brinjes, 'or

nothing.'

' Then,' she rephed, sorrowfully, ' it is

nothing. Put away the stick, Mr. Brinjes,

lest I die of longin', and let me go.'

He replaced the stick in the corner. The

skull grinned at the old woman as if in con-

tempt because she had missed so magnificent

an opportunity.

' Very well, Philadelphy,' said Mr. Briujes,

returning to his pillows. ' I do not believe you

know any charm at all. You know nothing.

You are only an ignorant old negro woman.

In Jamaica they would laugh at you. You are

not a wise woman. You only pretend to make

charms. Why, anybody could make as good

a charm as you.'

She shook her head, but made no reply,

still gazing at the stick.

'All your tricks are only pretence. You

cannot, in reahty, do anything. As for your

cards, you cannot even tell a fortune properly.

If you can, tell Bess hers.'

Philadelphy drew from her pocket a pack
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of cards, greasy and well worn, and began to

shuffle tliem and to lay them out according to

her so-called science. Bess, who would have

no charms, could not resist the sight of the

cards, and looked on anxiously while the

old woman laid out her cards and muttered

her conclusions.

' The dark woman is Bess,' she said— ' the

fair woman is Miss Castilla—the King of Hearts

is the Captain. Oh ! the dark woman wins !

'

She dashed the cards aside, and w^ould go on

no further, but, with every sign of alarm and

anxiety, rose up, and, tightening her red tur-

ban, she hurried away.

' Always,' said Bess, ' she has told me the

same fortune. Always the same. Yet I know

not.'

' These divinations by cards,' said Mr.

Brinjes, ' are known by many women even in

this country, where tliere is so little wisdom.

I wonder if Philadelphy lied Avhen she offered

to sell me that secret. If I thought she had

such a secret—but I doubt, else why doth she

continue so old and otow so infirm P No ; she
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hath not that knowledge, which I must seek on

the African coast. Bess, take courage. We
will sail to that coast—you, Jack, and I ; we will

be all carried away together ; and, first, I will

find that secret, and, next, we will go forth

to the Southern Seas, and there dig up the

treasure of the great galleon.'

She shook her head.

' As for me,' she said, ' there will be no

sailing away, with you or with Jack, nor any

happiness at all ; and as for you. Daddy, when

you are carried away it will be with feet first.'

' Perhaps ! Yet I doubt ! For I do con-

tinually dream of those seas, and clearly dis-

cern the ship, with myself upon the poop, and

the island not far off, where at the foot of the

palm-tree there lie the boxes. All shall be

thine, Bess—to dispose of as thou wilt.'

' Why,' said Bess, simply, ' what should I

do with it but giye it all to Jack ?

'
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CHAPTEE XXXIX.

HOW BAD NEWS CAME HOME.

OTHING at all was heard of the

' Calypso ' for three or four months.

It was not even certain whither she

had sailed, except that she was with

Sir Edward Hawke's lleet. But it was known

that M. Thurot had got out of Dunquerque

with five frigates, on board of which were a

large number of troops, with intent to make a

descent upon Ireland, and we conjectured that

perhaps the ' Calypso ' might have been ordered

to join the squadron in chase of that gallant

Frenchman. But that proved not to be the

case.

It was in January—namely, on the evening

of the 15th of January in the year 1760— that

the news arrived which filled the hearts of all

with shame and confusion. 'Twas a wild and
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tempestuous night, fitting the nature of the

intelHgence which then arrived. The wind

blew up the river in great gusts, and the

rain drove slanting into the faces of those who

were out. I remembered, afterwards, that I

had met Philadelphy in the morning. The old

woman was always full of omens and prognos-

tications. Sometimes she had seen a ghost in

the night—surely there was never a greater

ghost-seer than this old negress—and some-

times she had been w^arned by one of the many

signs which terrify the superstitious. ' Hi

!

Massa Luke,' she said, in her negro way, which

it is unnecessary to imitate, ' there's bad news

coming, for sure. Last night the cock crowed

twice at -midnight, and an owl screeched round

the chimney ; there was a dog barking all

night long, and I saw a ghost. There's bad

news coming !
' I asked her what the ghost

was like, but she refused to tell me. Well, it

is true that on many other occasions she fore-

told disaster (because to this kind of witch

there are never any signs of good luck), and

her prophecies proved naught. But on this
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day, alas ! she proved a true prophetess of

eviL

At the Sir John FalstaiF some of the com-

pany, inchidhig Mr. Brinjes, who was never

late, had already arrived, and were hanging up

their hats, the candles being lit, a great coal fire

burning, pipes laid on the table, and the chairs

set.

'There hath arrived bad news,' said Captain

Petherick, the Commissioner of the Yard. ' T

heard talk of it at the Navy House this

morning. It is said that we have lost a

frigate. They say also that we have lost her

cowardly—a thing which one is not ready to

believe. But I have not lieard the particulars,

and I know not the name of the craft. 'Tis

pity, but 'tis true, that there should be found

in every war cowardly commanders, in British

as well as in Prench bottoms. Those of us

wdio have memories can remember the last

war, gentlemen. Well, we must quickly build

or capture anotlier ship, and fmd a better

Captain. We will give the command to Jack

Easterbrook.'
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So saying, lie sat down and began to fill

his pipe leisurely. Just as lie had finished

these words, and before Mr. Brinjes had time

to do more than to open his mouth, there came

running into the room the landlord, having in

his hand the ' London Post ' of the evening,

brought down the river from town by some

boatman. His face was pale, and his eyes full

of terror.

' Oh ! gentlemen,' he cried, ' gentlemen !

Here is such news ! I cannot trust my eyes.

For God's sake read the newspaper ! But

who shall tell the Admiral ?
'

' Is it news from the Fleet ? ' asked Captain

Petherick.

' It is, your Honour.' The man looked as

if he was afraid to tell his news. ' Oh

!

gentlemen,' he repeated, ' who shall tell the

Admiral ?

'

' Is it bad news? ' asked Mr. Brinjes.

' It is the worst news possible. Gentlemen

—it is—it is. . .
.' he looked about him to

see if the Admiral was, perhaps, present,

hitherto unseen. ' It is news of—of—of
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Captain Easterbrook, gentlemen. Of no other,

indeed.'

' What !

' cried the Apothecary ;
' bad

news ? The worst news ? Then is our boy

dead.' He sat down in a chair, and looked

from face to fiice. ' Jack is dead.'

' It is the worst news possible,' repeated the

landlord.

' Jack is dead,' said all together, looking at

one another in dismay.

'Jack is dead,' repeated Mr. Brinjes.

' There hath been an action, and Jack hath

fallen. Poor Bess ! Yet, now he will never

marry the other.' The company knew not

what he meant. ' Well, every man must take

his chance—I looked for other things—but. . . .

Jack is dead ! Some die young, and some die

old. To those who die old it seems as if their

years have been but a dream. What matters,

therefore, when a man dies ? Wherefore, devil

take all black negro witches with their lying

prophecies !
' Again the company asked them-

selves wdiat Mr. Brinjes might mean.

The landlord shook his head.
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' No, sir. No, gentlemen. Oh ! you will

not understand. Eead the ' Post.' Captain

Easterbrook hath lost his ship.'

' If,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' he lost his ship, of

course he first lost his life or else his limbs. He
would not be taken below wdiile there was yet

life enough left to fight his ship.'

'Gentlemen,' cried the landlord again,

'your Honours will not listen. It is in the

' London Post.'

He held out his newspaper, but no one

offered to take it. Everyone knew now that

something had happened worse than death.

Then they heard the Admiral's step as he

entered the house and stumped along the

passage with his escort of negroes.

' Gentlemen,' said the landlord again, ' who

shall tell him ? Again he held out the paper.

They looked at each other and held back. No
one offered to take the paper ; they were

afraid. It is one kind of courage to walk up

to a cannon's mouth, and another to become a

messenger of bad tidings.

Then the Admiral came in, followed l)y his

VOL. III. L
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two negroes. He saluted the company cheer-

fully, and gave his hat and cloak to his

servants. This done he took his seat in his

usual place. But the other gentlemen stand-

ing about the fire did not, as was customarj^,

follow his example. They hesitated, looked

first at the Admiral and then at the land-

lord.

' Gentlemen, be seated,' said the Admiral.

' Sir '—it was Mr. Brinjes who spoke— * it

appears that bad news hath arrived.'

' What news ?
'

' It is—news of Captain Easterbrook.'

'Is the boy ... is the boy dead?' asked

the Admiral.

' Sir, we cannot but suppose so. For he

hath lost his ship. But as yet we have not seen

the ' Post.'

'No—no,' the landlord again interposed,

holding out the 'Post,' which no one would

take. ' Gentlemen, stand by me, I beseech

you. Sir, the Captain is not dead.'

' Then, poor lad,' said the Admiral, ' he is^^

grievously wounded, and like to die. Our boy,
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gentlemen, is grievously wounded, and like

to ' Here his voice failed him.

' No, Sir, he is not wounded.'

' Then he is shipwrecked and drowned.

Why is the man staring like a stuck pig?

Alas ! gentlemen, our boy is drowned.' Bui

the Admiral looked uncertain, because the

company, now understanding that something

out of the common had happened, looked at

each other and at the landlord, and spoke not.

' Sirs '—the landlord again offered the news-

paper to one after the other, but no one took it

—
' the news is here printed. Otherwise, God

forbid that I should dare to say such a tiling.

Your Honour, it is here stated that the Captain

struck his colours in the very beginning of the

action.'

' Struck his colours
!

' The Admiral caught

the arms of his chair, raised himself as quicldy

as a one-legged man may. ' Struck his colours !

Jack struck his colours ! Ye lie, ye drunken

swab ! Ye lie
!

' AVitli that he dehvercd so

sln^ewd a blow with his gold-headed stick that,

had not the landlord dodged, he would have
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been enabled instantly to cany tlie news into

the next world. ' Ye lie, I say
!

' Here his voice

failed him, and his face became purple, and he

reeled and would have fallen but Mr. Shelvocke

and Captain Petherick caught him and set him

in a chair, where he gasped and panted and

looked as if he was about to have a fit of some

kind. As for the landlord, he stood in a corner,

pale and trembling.

' Give me the paper,' said Mr. Brinjes, wdien

the Admiral had somewhat mastered his passion.

' Let us at least read what is here stated.' He

read it silently. ' Gentlemen,' he said, ' this is

a strange business. I understand it not. Here

is more than meets the eye. It is a thing hard

to understand. I will read it aloud. Courage,

Admiral, the story is impossible as it stands.

' " Despatches have been received from Sir

Edward Hawke. He reports an afHiir which, un-

less later intelligence contradict it, is more dis-

creditable to British honour than anything which

has been done since the cowardly flight of Ben-

bow's captains. The frigate 'Calypso,' Captain

John Easterbrook, with her consort the ^ Eeso-
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lute,' Captain Samuel Boys, fell in at daybreak

with a squadron of the enemy, consisting of

three frigates, one of them being the ' Mali-

cieuse.' The names of the other two are not

given. The Frenchmen bore away on dis-

covery of the Union Jack, and the British ships

gave chase. iVfter some hours the ' Calypso

'

came up with the ' Malicieuse,' the hindmost

of the three, the ' Kesolute ' being then a

quarter of a mile or so astern, though crowd-

ing all sail It is reported by Captain Boys,

he being then on his quarter-deck and glass

in hand, that the engagement was commenced

by the ' Malicieuse ' firing a shot from her

stern-chaser Avhich struck the * Calypso '
; that

then he saw Captain Easterbrook strike his

colours with his own hand ; tliat his officers

ran about him, and he cut one down ; that the

Frenchman immediately lowered a boat and

boarded the prize, driving the crew below ; and

that the other two French frigates backed their

sails, whereupon he withdrew from the chase,

thinkinf]^ it useless to engaf^e three vessels atO ~ CI

once ; that he w^as not pursued ; and that he



ISO THE WORLD WENT

knows no reason at all wliy the ship was sur-

rendered without firing a shot. 'Tis thought

that the ' Calypso ' hath been conveyed to Brest.

This account is the more extraordinary by

reason of the character for gallantry possessed

by Captain Easterbrook, who was one of

Captain Lockhart's Lieutenants on board the

fchtini^ ' Tartar.' " '

' This is a very strange story,' said Captain

Petherick. ' By your leave, Mr. Brinjes, I will

not believe it.'

' Thank ye, old friend,' said the Admiral,

hoarsely. 'My boy surrender.^ Never, sir,

never. Damme, Mr. Apothecary, wilt thou

try to persuade us that such a thing is

possible .P

'

' Nay. Admiral, nay ; I do but read what is

printed. Lord forbid that I should doubt the

boy. What is this ? Ay, they have begun al-

ready their pestilent verses. 'Twill be just as

it was with Admiral Byng, when the journals

were full of squibs. Listen, now. Oh ! they

care nothing about truth so long as they can

turn a verse and raise a laudi. Listen.'



VERY WELL THEN 151

' " The following lines have been picked up

at the Eainbow. 'Tis thought they come from

the Temple :

—

The Frencliman crowds all sail in fright,

The Briton crowds all sail to fight :

The brave ' Calypso's ' gallant tyke

Claps on all sail in haste to strike.

And these have been recited at Dick's

—

The Captain brave his ship would save.

And so this great commander

Cries, ' Heroes, I will scorn to fly

AVhile I can still surrender.

Stay, Frenchman, stay : your shot may play

Too rough among my hearties
;

I fear no foe : but yet I know-

To strike the better part is."
'

' Oh ! 'tis a lie
—

'tis a lie,' the Admiral

groaned. ' Gentlemen—my boy, Jack ! Gen-

tlemen, I say. . .

.'

' We cannot believe it, Admiral,' said

Captain Petherick. ' Yet it is in the de-

spatches.'

'There is something we are not told,'

said Mr. Brinjes. ' But, without doubt, the

'' Calypso " is taken prisoner, and someone on

board struck the colours.'
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The Admiral stared about him with amaze-

ment and confusion in his eyes. Then he rose

slowly. ' I shall go home, gentlemen. I wish

you good-night. Someone shall swing for this

lie. . . . Someone shall swing.' He moved to-

wards the door, forgetting his hat and cloak,

which one of tlie gentlemen reached for him.

' Someone, I say, shall swing for this—this dia-

bolical lie about my boy Jack. We shall see

—

damme, I say, we shall see! What, sirrah,

the lantern not ht ? ' Indeed, it was not the

duty of the negro to keep the candle burning

through the evening; but the Admiral be-

laboured him so lustily that the fellow roared,

and the company trembled lest he should be

killed. But a negro's head is hard. Then the

Admiral walked away. This was his last night

with the Club ; he came no more to the Sir

John FalstafF.

The gentlemen, without his presence, sat

awhile speechless. But the landlord brought

in the punch, and they presently filled and lit

their pipes and began to whisper.

' Do you think, sir,' asked Mr. Brasil of the
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Apothecary, ' do you think that the story may

be in any point of it true ?
'

'Why,' said Mr. Brinjes, 'as for truth, I

suppose that is never got at, and this nut

is hard to crack. How such a man as Jack

Easterbrook could haul down his flag before the

action began passes understanding. But tlien

how men like Captain Boys and his officers

should be deceived, when only a quarter of a

mile distant or thereabouts, one cannot under-

stand either. And that the ship is taken one

cannot doubt.'

'If he comes home he will be tried by

court-martial, and for cowardice,' said Mr.

Shelvocke.

' That is most certain,' said Captain Pethe-

rick :
' and if he surrendered cowardly, he will

be shot. Gentlemen, this is an event which

affects our own honour. For though the boy

is no blood relation of any here, he hath been

our pupil, so to speak. We have taught him.

He is our son in whom we hoped, and in whom

we believed. It is not the Admiral alone who

is struck. It is this company of honourable
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gentlemen who would have maintained to their

dying day that Jack Easterbrook could never

turn out a coward. Why, a more gallant lad

never trod the deck, as witness Captain Lock-

hart, of the " Tartar," where he served. I say,

gentlemen, this affects us all. We are brought

to shame by this untoward and unexpected

event.'

* Perhaps,' said one of the company, ' the

Captain Avas shot at the outset, and it was the

First Lieutenant who hauled down the flas^.'

But that seemed impossible, no one could

fail to discern Captain Easterbrook at so short

a distance, if only on account of his great

stature. Besides, Captain Samuel Boys was

known for a sober and honest man, who would

certainly not invent so grievous a charge against

a brother officer.

' Perhaps,' said another, ' the ship was

foundering.'

Then they read the statement again, trying

to extract from it, if possible, some gleam of

hope or doubt. But they found none.

' Gentlemen,' said the Apothecary, ' I liope
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I shall not be thought to be a man over-ready

to believe this monstrous thing if I submit that

it may be true, and that the act was made

possible by one of those sudden madnesses

which the people believe to be the possession

of the Devil. We read cf poor women, in such

fits, murdering their own tender children ; and

of husbands beating to death their wives,

without a cause ; and of learned scholars who

have gone forth from their books to hang them-

selves without any reason for despair. No man

is at all times master of his own actions ; and

doubtless there are in the brain, as in the body,

weak places, so that just as one man falleth

into an asthma, or a rheumatism, or the gout,

by reason of bodily imperfections, so may a man

by mental disorder commit acts of false judg-

ment, foolish conclusions, and mad acts for which

there is no accounting. ISTor can we anticipate

or prevent such attacks. I once knew as brave

a fellow as ever stepped, to snivel and cry for

an hour together : and why ? Only because he

was sentenced to be hanged. Yet he walked

manfully to the gallows in the end. And
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another, who fell on his knees and wept aloud

because he was to have a tooth out, which he

dreaded more than he did the three dozen he

had received a month before.'

'Then, you think, sir,' said Captain Pethe-

rick, ' that the boy may have been mad ?

'

' I know not what to think. I tell the

company what I have seen. Some acts, I

declare, are not consistent with what we know

of the man's previous life. What should we

think did the Eeverend Vicar of St. Paul's

suddenly fall to singing a roaring tavern song

of Poll and Nan ? Yet that w^ould be no whit

the worse than for Jack to become suddenly

coward. There are some who say that men are

thus afflicted by Divine Visitation. That may

be. A congestion of the liver and the mounting

of vapours to the head may likewise produce

such effects. Yet we do not call a liver disease

a Divine Visitation. I remember once, being

then on the coast of Yucatan, a very singular

thing. Landlord, the bowl is out. I say,

gentlemen, that I once witnessed a very singular

thing. There w\as a young fellow with us of
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five- or six-and- twenty ; a daredevil dog who

had faced death so often that he feared him no

longer, and was looked to lead the way. The

enemy showed fight, and w^e came to close

quarters, when the word was given to board.

What happened? He leaped upon the enemy's

deck with the greatest resolution, and then, to

our surprise, he turned tail and fled like a cur,

dropping his arms and crying out for fear. We
tried that man, gentlemen, when we landed,

and we shot him for cowardice, just as Jack

Easterbrook will be tried and shot, if he be fool

enough to come home. 'Twas a pity, too, for

after he was dead we found out the reason of

this strange behaviour. He was bewitched by

an old woman to revemre her o-rand-daufyhter,

liis sweetheart, who was mad with him on

account of his many infidelities. The girl came

out and lauMied in his face while Jie was led

forth to execution. Afterwards, she confessed

the crime to some of the girls ; and when they

began to talk of it, she took to the woods,

where, no doubt, she presently perished. The

old woman we punished. The night before she
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was executed, I went privily to her and offered

her poison, if she would give me her secrets,

and especially the secret by which she knew

how to prolong life as much as she pleased.

But she refused, being an obstinate old woman
;

and next day the men gave her a bad time,

being mad with her. Gentlemen, we are not

on the Spanish Main ; and there is no witch

among us, except Philadelphy, the Admiral's

negro woman, who would not, if she could, put

Obi on Jack. Yet if this story be true, then I

doubt not that our boy was clean off his head,

and no longer master of himself, when he struck

his flag.'
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CHAPTER XL.

HOW THE NEWS WAS EECEIVED.

|HE next despatches brouglit confirm-

ation of the news. There could

now be no doubt at all that the

' Calypso ' had been surrendered by

the Captain, and that without striking a blow.

The consternation and shame which fell upon

us cannot be described ; nay, not upon us onlj^

but upon the whole town of Deptford, to whom

Jack was nothing short of a hero.

'There is nothing,' said my father in the

next Sunday's sermon, ' there is nothing, my
brethren, upon this earth which is stable. Our

riches make themselves wings and fly away;

disease falls upon the stoutest and strongest of

us ; old age palsies our limbs ; death snatches

away the youngest and brightest. Even in the
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very spring and heyday of life, when promise

is strongest and hope most assured, the qualities

of which we are so proud may fail us suddenly,

and without warning—so that the brave man

may lose his courage, the loyal man become a

traitor, and the strong man fall into the weak-

ness of a girl. Eemember this, my brethren,

and in the day of your strength be humble.'

Those who listened applied the words to the

disgraced Captain, and hung their heads.

But the Admiral and his household were

not in church. They sat at home, the Hag

half-mast high. Madam and Castilla, by the

Admiral's orders, in black, as if in mourning

for one who is lately dead.

' He is dead, Luke,' said the brave old man.

' My gallant boy, the son of my old friend, my
son-in-law who was to be, is truly dead. How

he died, and where, I know not. But he is

dead, and his body is occupied by an evil

spirit. What ? Shall we be ashamed because

this cowardly Devil hath struck the colours?

'Tis not our boy. He is dead. Castilla weeps

for him ; but, as for me, I always looked that
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he might die early, as so many others do

—

being killed in action, or cast away. As yet

we know not how he died, or how the Devil

was permitted to walk about in liis body.

Perhaps we shall never learn.' But here he

broke off, and choked. '" What an ending

!

What an ending is here I—truly, what an

ending ! W^hy, if one had foreseen it, 'twould

have been a Christian act to put a knife into

the boy's heart when he came here sixteen

years ago ; and a joyful thing, had one only

known beforehand what would happen, to be

hanged for it afterwards.'

I said that I hoped he would be able to

write us some words of consolation.

' Consolation ? Why, the Captain struck

his flag without firing a shot ! Consolation ?

There are some things, my lad, which can

never be forgiven or forgotten. Cowardly to

surrender is the chief of these. Cowardly

!

Oh ! that it should seem possible to use that

word of our boy !

'

Then I said that it would be best for him

to stay abroad, and never to return to England.

VOL. III. M
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' Ay/ said tlie Admiral, ' unless lie should

resolve to come back and be shot. The

women say he is bewitched. But who should

bewitch him ? No : our boy is dead, and some

evil spirit is in his body.'

This was the only consolation that the

poor old Admiral permitted himself. Yet it

did not console. He stayed at home, being so

covered with shame that he durst not venture

forth, lest the boys should point at him. He

told me so; and it went to my heart thus to

see this brave old man wounded and bleeding,

yet to know no single word of consolation.

' Luke,' said Castilla, ' do not, if you please,

mention his name to me. We must resign

ourselves to the Heavenly Will. No doubt

this affliction hath been designed for some wise

end.'

This must always be the Christian's view

;

yet, in my ignorance, I have sometimes ques-

tioned the course of events which thus afflicted

and presently destroyed a brave man in his

old age, undeserving of tliis disgrace.

I know^ not who first started the rimiour-^
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perhaps it was Mr. Brinjes himself—but it was

presently spread over all the town, that the

Captain was bewitched. And so great was

the popular indignation that, had the people

known what had passed with Bess Westmore-

land, I make no doubt they would have

murdered her. Fortunately, there was no

suspicion at all. Xo one had seen them

together, or knew that there had been any

love-passages between tlicm, or any jealousy.

Most certainly they w^ould have murdered her,

tlie women especially being full of wrath

ao'ainst the unknown author of this misfortune.

But I v/as uneasy—listening to the talk

of these termagants, as they gathered in the

streets, and cried out what should be done to

the witch—lest someone should turn suspicion

upon Bess. As for Philadelphy, who would

liave been suspected, it was known that the

Captain w^as to marry her young mistress,- and

therefore she could not be the Avitch. Kow,

of wise women, who know the properties of

simples, and can read the signs of good ancl

bad luck, and tell fortunes by cards, there are
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always plenty; but of witches there was in

Deptforcl only one, and of wizards only one,

and both of them known to be friends of the

Captain.

' It is true, Luke,' said Bess Westmoreland,

when I found her in the usual place. ' Do

not talk as if it were not true, because I am

assured that the news is true. Why, I knew

that something terrible was going to fall upon

him. Mr. Brinjes says there may be some

mistake in the evidence of Captain Boys ; but

I know better. It is quite true. What will

happen next, I know not. But I shall have

my lover back again, whatever happens. The

fortune always ended in the same way vrith

love at last.'

' Whatever happens, Bess? Why, he is now

a prisoner of war, and, unless exchanged, will

remain a prisoner till the war is ended. And

if he ever return he will be tried and shot.'

' Then he will stay where he is, and send

for me,' she replied, as if the recovery of her

lover, should that be brought about, would be

cheaply purchased at the cost of his honour.
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But womeu know little of man's regard for

honour. ' He will send for me ; and if it were

to the ends of the earth, I would go to him.'

* Bess,' I whispered, ' it is rumoured abroad

iu the town that he was bewitched. Is there

anyone who knows what passed between him

and you when last you saw him ?

'

' Xo one knows except you, Luke. Aaron

knows, but he is away.'

' Then speak to no one about it. Let it

not be suspected that you predicted this

disaster, or the people, I verily believe, would

burn you for a witch, Bess.'

' Why, are they such fools as to think that

I would suffer a hair of his head to be touched

if I could help it ? For Jack loved me once

—how he loved me once !—three years ago I

And I—oh ! I love him always. What do I

care what he has done? Let him but hold up

his linger to me and I will go to him. I will

be his slave. Oh ! Luke, I Avould suffer gladly

that he kicked and flogged me daily so that he

loved me. W^hat do I care about his disgrace .^

That touches not me. My Jack will always be
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tlie same to me, whatever people may say of

him.'

' My poor Bess,' I said. ' Indeed, he hath

a constant mistress. But, my dear, do iiot

look to see him more. I fear we shall never

be able to set eyes on his face again, for he

cannot show^ his face among his fellows. The

common fellow ]:»ays for his sins with a flog-

ging, and when his back is healed, he thinks

no more of the matter. But the Captain—
look you, Bess—it is a most dreadful thing.

For, whatever happens, he can never more sit

among; honourable men.'

' He shall sit with me, then,' said Bess.

' As for wdiat I told him, the Avords were put

into my head—I know not how. They v;cre

a message. I was made to tell him. They

were not my words; wherefore I knew that

they would come true.'

Thus, while the rest of us were over-

whelmed with shame, slie who loved him best

(because now I clearly understood that Castilla

had never loved him so well, else she could

not have been so quickly and so easily resigned
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to her loss) thought Httle of the deed and much

of the man. Thus it is that a woman may-

love a man, so that whatever he does, whether

he succeed or fail, even if he does disgraceful

and shameful things, she will love him stead-

fastly. In Bess's simple words, he is always

the same man for her.

' As for me,' said Mr. Brinjes, ' I am very

sure that the lad was bewitched. I know not

by whom, becanse Philadelphy wonld work all

the charms she knows for his help, for Miss

Castilla's sake. But be^vitched he was. Where-

fore, Luke, my lad, I shall wait until we learn

where he is at present bestowed, and then I

shall send him a letter. He must not look for

a return to England at any time, unless he joins

himself with the Pretender, and hopes to return

with him. But no : he must never return at all.

And as for that young man, he is now^ near forty,

and will never come to England again, I take it.

But though Jack cannot come back here, I see

no reason why we should not go to him ; and

so we might together set sail for the Southern

Seas, and there dig up my treasure, and equip
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and man a stout squadron for the harassing of

the Spanish fleets.'

' Why, Mr. Brinjes,' I told him, ' you are

now an old man—ninety years and more, as

you have told us often. Is it for a man of

ninety years to brave tlie hardships of the sea

once more ?

'

' Hardships ! Little you know of peaceful

sailing among the sunny waters of the islands.

There are no hardships and no discomforts.

Why, 'twould make me twenty years younger

to be back ac^ain in the Pacific Ocean and in

those latitudes. I should be little more than

seventy. What is seventy ? A man is still

green at seventy : he is in the full vigour of his

manhood ; there is nothing that I could not do

at seventy, ay, and as well as the youngest of

them all, save that my hmbs were a trifle stiff,

and I no longer cared to run and jump. But

that stifiiiess sometimes falls on a man at six-

and-thirty, wherefore I could not complain.

Seventy ! Ah ! To be seventy again, with

thirty years more to live ! And then, if one

were so lucky as to fall upon the great secret,
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another tliirt}^, and anotlier tliirty after that,

and so on as long as one chose to live. And

that, my lad, I promise you, would be until I

understood clearly what was on the other side.'

Thus he went on chatteriniz, havinc^ almost for-

fTotten how we bec^an to talk : to foriret theO I-'

things of the present day is ever a sign or proof

of great age. ' Ah !
' he sighed, heavily,

' would to God that I could find myself once

more aboard a tight vessel on the Pacific

Seas, with plenty of men and lemons, and

some music for the lads in the evenings, and,

for amusement, taking a ship now and then,

and making the Spaniard walk the plank.

Jack should be our Captain, and Bess should go

with us—I could not go away from Deptford

without Bess, and her heart is always set on

Jack. Yet, I do not remember any women

among the Eovers except Mary Eead and Ann

Bonny, and they dressed like men, and pre-

tended to be men. They sailed under Captain

Eackam, and a brave pair of wenches they

were. I dreamed last night that we were all

three on the poop of as fine a schooner as one
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could wish, bound for the Soutli Seas, by way

of the Indian Ocean.'

So we lost our hero. At least so we

thought we had lost him. He was taken to a

French ^prison. He would never be so mad

as to return to England, where certain death

awaited him. We should never see him again.

And, as Captain Petherick truly said, we were

all ashamed by an act as truly cowardly as

ever British sailor committed. The news-

papers continued to speak of it ; the evidence

of Captain Boys was printed in full, and there

were more epigrams. And then other things

happened ; and the loss of the 'Calypso ' would

have been speedily forgotten but for a surprising

and unexpected turn, which was, so to speak,

a second act in this tragedy of Jack Easter-

brook's end.

Truly surprising and unexpected it was, and

the intelligence of it threw us all into an

agitation worse, if possible, than the first. For

we were assured that the worst was over. The

first blow fell upon us hke a thunderbolt from
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a clear sky, and now we were rising to our

feet again (except the Admiral), stunned and

confused, yet in a fair way of recovery, as

happens in every earthly calamity, else 'twould

be impossible to live. The child we love—

•

nay, the woman we love—dies, yet behold the

sun rises and sets, and presently the daily life

goes on as before, and the loss is partly for-

gotten. Suppose, however, tlie woman was not

dead, but came to life again, only to die with

more cruel suffering and with shame

!

What happened, in a word, Avas this.

The crew of the prize had orders to take

the ' Calypso ' to Brest, which was the nearest

French port. They ordered their prisoners

below to the quarters always designed for men

in that unhappy position—namely, the forward

portion of the cockpit, where they have to sit

in gloom, lit only by one great ship's lantern

all day and all night, save for such times as

they are allowed on deck for fresh air, in gangs

and small companies. When the Enghshmen

were driven below, and the prize crew ap-

pointed, the ' Malicieuse ' parted company.
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and the ' Calypso ' was left to make licr own

way to Brest.

' On tlie second day,' we read in the

'London Post,' ' the prisoners rose, and became

again masters of tlie ship, which was brought

into Spithead under the First Lieutenant, the

Captain being kept a prisoner in his cabin.

This extraordinary reversal of fortune, and

other circumstances attending the case, have

excited the greatest interest. The Lords

Commissioners have ordered the ship to be

brought to Deptford, where the court-martial

on Captain Easterbrook will be held.'

As is usual in news published by authority

in the ' Gazette,' and copied by other news-

papers, there were no particulars of the manner

in which the ship was recovered, except that

she w^as navigated by the First Lieutenant.

Had the crew, then, mutinied against their

Captain, and confined him to his cabin ? If

not, how w'as he a prisoner ?

It was impossible for me, who knew the

Avhole circumstances of the case, not to feel

that in this surprising reversal of fortune and
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in the ordering of tlie court-martial, there was

a direct interposition of the hand of Providence,

such as may well make the guilty tremble. To

lose life, and honour as well, which is dearer

than life, as a penalty for broken vows, seems

a terrible punislnnent, and out of proportion to

tlie offence. But it is not every inconstant

lover who hath expressly called down upon his

own head, as Jack did, the wrath of God in

case of his inconstancy. Man cannot with

impunity call upon the name of the Lord.

There is a story of one who learned how to

draw the lightnings out of Heaven, but he drew

them upon himself, and so perished. Was not

this the fate of Jack Easterbrook ?

Alas ! we were now wholly without hope.

For needs must that he be tried ; and he was

condemned already, and as good as shot.

While he was prisoner with the French, his

life at least was safe ; and if he chose never to

return, he could certainly never be tried ; and

so his case would be in the course of time for-

gotten. But now he must be tried, and he
*

must be condemned.
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' But,' said Mr. Brinjes, 'lie sliall call me as

a Avitness ; and I will prove from books and

from mine own experience that there have

happened many cases of sudden madness, and

that in such an access or seizure a man is not

master of himself. And those who have

travelled much in countries where the sun is

hot, and especially those who have wandered,

as the boy did, among savages, with insufficient

food, and perhaps no covering for the head, are

more than others liable to such fits—instances

of which I can produce. It will also be set

forth that the Captain, not long before he

sailed, received so heavy a blow upon the head

that he was carried senseless through the town

and across the river. Such a blow may of

itself produce the effect of sudden madness.

Men Avho have proved themselves brave sailors

and fond of fight do not, unless from this

cause, suddenly become cowardly. Why, he

crowded all sail to get within range of the

enemy.'

' Yet he struck his flag,' I said. ' Is every

man who runs away, after marching resolutely
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to meet the enemy, to plead that he was

smitten with a sudden madness ?

'

As for the value of such evidence, I know

not what it would have availed, but I think it

Avould have availed nothing in the eyes of the

ofTicers who formed the Court. 13ut, as you

will i)resently see, it never was produced.

Perhaps the knowledge of what lie could testify

gave the Apothecary an inward assurance

which comforted him. For he showed no

alarm, and maintained stoutly that his own

evidence, with the prisoner's previous good

conduct, would get Jack acquitted, if it did not

get him reinstated in command.

But Courts, whetlier martial or civil, do not

thus examine into motives and causes. If a

Judge were to liear wJiy a pocket came to be

picked, or by what train of circumstances an

honest man has been turned into a rogue, there

would be no punishment at all, but rather

general commiseration for sin, and forgiveness

of all sinners, on the score of human weakness

and the strength of temptation.

As for Bess, when she heard that the
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Captain was a prisoner and on his way to meet

liis trial, slie said nothing, except that what-

ever happened the end was certain ; and she

waited. Her wrath and fierceness were all

gone ; slie was now gentle and calm, though

her cheek was pale, and round her ej'es a black

ring, by which I knew that she slept little and

thought of Jack continually.
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CHAPTER XLI.

I10\y THE ' CALYrSO ' CAME HOME AGAIX.

! wlieu we awoke in the morning,

the ' Calypso ' herself was lying in

^ the river, moored nearly opposite to

the mouth of the dock.

I made haste to the King's Yard, in order

to hear the news, and there, as I expected, I

found a little knot of gentlemen, including

Captain Petherick, the chief officer of the Yard,

and a few who, like myself, were brought

thither by anxiety and curiosity. They Avere

earnestly conversing with the First Lieutenant

of the ship. He was a man whose hair was

now grown completely grey (wherefore lie no

longer used powder), being some lifty-iive years

of ag-e, but for want of interest never havin^^

got any higher. By birth he was a Scotchman
;

VOL. III. N
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he had, hke many of his countrymen, a hard

and strongly marked face, and his manner of

speech was hard and slow, so that, though he

had such a tale to tell as surely never was heard

before, his manner of telling it never varied even

in the most astonishing parts of his narrative,

except that now and then he broke off to ex-

press his own opinion on the matter. We pre-

sently, however, discovered that he felt great

commiseration for the unhappy fate of his

Captain, young enough to be his son, and that

he held much the same view as the towns-

people—namely, that there must be witchcraft

at the bottom of the affair. We learned also

that the recapture of the ship would now pre-

sent a very different complexion, being due,

not as had been supposed, to a general rising

of the crew, but to the most astonishing courage

of the Captain himself, and the display of reck-

less daring in a singlehanded attack upon the

prize crew, such as one had never read of or

heard of before.

As regards the striking of the colours, there

was nothing new in what we learned. The
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Captain with Lis own Land did certainly Laul

down tLe flag witLout firing a sLot. Against

tliat damning and capital fact notLing conld be

said. But as for what followed, you sLall hear

the First Lieutenant's story.

' When the Captain struck his colours, which

he did with his own hand, tLe men looking on

in sLeer amazement, I myself ran to Lim, cry-

ing, " For God's sake, Ca2:)tain ! for God's sake.

Sir, consider wLat you do !
" But tLe Captain

drew Lis Langer and slasLed at me, so tLat,

tliougli tLe flat of tLe sword only struck me, I

fell senseless. TLen, as I Lave since been told,

tliose officers wLose place was on deck stood

back, terrified by tLe wild looks and furious

gestures of tLe Captain. So great was tLe

autLority wLicL Le possessed, tLat not a man

among tLem all dared so mucL as to mAirmur.

TLen tLe FrencLmen boarded us, and all, except

tlie Captain, wLo was suffered to remain on

deck, and myself, because I was senseless, were

bundled below, and tLe LatcLcs clapped down.

WLen I presently recovered, I too was allowed

to remain above. Now, for two nigLts and two

N 2
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days, tliG Captain sat on the quarter-deck upon

the trunnion of a carronade, his hat off, ]iis

liands upon liis knees, liis e3^es blood-red, his

face pale. Gentlemen,' cried the First Lieu-

tenant, breaking off suddenly at this point,

' 'twould have moved a heart of stone only to

look upon the Captain in this misery of shame.

Despair was in his eyes as lie turned them from

the sea to the ship, and from the ship to the

sea. As for what the men think, there is but

one opinion : that it Avas the work of the Devil.

He was bewitched, or possessed. I know not

if we have the right to try a man for an act

done under demoniac possession, wdiicli we

know to be sometimes permitted. But the

madness had now left him, and he was in his

right mind again.'

There was not one of those present wlio

heard this with a dry eye. But more moving

things still were to follow.

' It w^as on the third day after the sur-

render,' the First Lieutenant told us, ' and in

the forenoon, the usual guard being set, the

French officers and sailors all armed, and their
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Commander on the quarter-deck. In the waist

was gathered together a small part}^ of pri-

soners taking their spell of fresh air ; they Avere

lolling in the sun, or looking over the bulwarks

in the hope of discovering an English flag.

Nothing was further from their thoughts than

an attempt to recapture the " Calypso." On that

point there could be no doubt. They talked

with each other in low voices, being very much

dejected at the position of their affairs, and tiie

prospect of a French prison, and they looked

at their Captain, who sat bareheaded on the

quarter-deck. He, too, like themselves, was

unarmed, and he sat without movins^or makiunf

any sign of life.

' Suddenly he sprang to his feet and caught

the French officer, a much smaller man than

himself, by the throat, tore his sword from him,

and cut him down. The two sentinels rushed

upon him with their bayonets, but he lightly

leapt aside, and cut them down too. Then,

armed with the sword, he sprang into the waist,

and crying, " Men of the ' Calypso,' to the rescue

of your ship !
" he attacked the Frenchmen,
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cutting tliem down and driving all before him

like a madman.

' There is a tall stout fellow aboard, one of

our Marines. He was on deck at the time,

and was the first who recovered presence of

mind (the rest being clean taken aback by the

suddenness of the thing). He seized a rammer

and sprang to the side of the Captain, fighting

with him and protecting him. Mark you, if it

had not been for that brave fellow the Captain

would have been killed a dozen times over—as

I doubt not he wished to be, seehig the reckless

way in which he attacked the enemy. Nay, I

wonder that in spite of this help he was not

killed, seeing that they fired their pistols in his

very face, and thrust at him with bayonets, and

cut at him with swords ; but all in vain. A
fine sight it was, and such as will never be

witnessed again by any of us, to see this hero

fighting the whole of the prize crew single-

handed, save for the Marine, wdio seemed to

have no other thought than to protect his

Captain, and laid about him with his rammer

as if it had been a quarterstafF.
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' Well, gentlemen, you may be very sm^e it

was not very long before the rest of the Eng-

lish sailors on deck joined in with a true

British cheer, fighting with whatever weapons

they could pick up—namely, one with a mar-

lingspike, one with a hammer, one with his fist,

one with a dead Frenchman's bayonet, and so

on, until in a few minutes we had the satisfac-

tion of driving our conquerors under hatches,

calling up our crew, and running up the Union

Jack. The Captain it was who hauled it up

with his own hand. His face was black with

powder, and streaked with blood, though he

had not received a scratch ; his hands were red

with blood, and his sword streaming ; on the

deck lay a dozen dead and Avounded, though

some of them only stunned with the Marine's

rammer. When the flag was up, the Captain

saluted it, and called on his men to give three

cheers, which tliey did with a will. After that

he ordered a double ration of rum, and every

man to his duty.

' Then he turned to me. "Mr. Macdonald,"

he said, " I would to God yoiu' Captain was
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lying dead among those poor wretches," pointing

to the slain. I told him to take courage, be-

cause it was by this act, and his alone, that the

vessel was recaptured. Tlien he hesitated

awhile, and fetched a sigh as if his heart was

breaking.

' •' Whose hand hauled down the flag? " he

asked.

' I waited to hear what more he had to say.

' " Where is the man," he asked, " who

fought beside me just now ? I mean the man

who interposed to save my life ?
"

' I called the man, who stepped forward

and saluted.

' " So," said the Captain, " 'tis my old friend.

Sirrah, twice hast thou endeavoured to take

my life, out of revenge. Once hast iliou saved

it. Thou hast thy revenge at last, and in full

measure. Eeturn to duty."

' I know not, gentlemen,' continued the

First Lieutenant, ' what the Captain meant by

those words, for the man saluted and stepped

back to his place, making no reply, either by

look or speech. Then the Captain gave me his

last orders. '' You will take the command ot
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this ship, Sir," he said. '• You will enter in the

Captain's log a full account of the circumstances

connected witli the surrender and the recapture

of the ' Calypso.' Disguise nothing, Sir. No-

thing must be omitted. Write that the Captain

hauled down the flag. Write that the Captain

cut down the First Lieutenant, who would have

remonstrated. Write that there was not a

single shot fired, and the enemy carried less

weight of metal and a smaller crew."

' '• With respect, Sir," I told him, " I shall

also write that the Captain also retook the

vessel single-handed."

' " Write further—that tlie Captain gave

over the command to you, with instructions to

take the ship to Spithead, the whereabouts of

the Admiral not being known, there to report

on what has happened, and to await the instruc-

tions of my Lords the Commissioners."

' Gentlemen,' the First Lieutenant con-

cluded, ' I obeyed orders. I sailed to Spit-

head, and reported the circumstances of the

case. The Commissioners have ordered me to

bring the ship round to Deptford, ihe Captain

aboard her, prisoner, waiting liis court-martial.
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We liope tliat, though he certainly struck the

colours, his subsequent conduct may save his

life. For most certainly he was mad when he

did it, or bewitched, or possessed of a devil.

But he is mad no longer. I forgot to say,

gentlemen, that although for two days he

refused to take anything, and I verily believe

he intended to starve himself to death, he has

since eaten and drunk heartily.'

This was the story as the First Lieutenant

told it.

Now, when we heard it we were in a

doubt what to do. For to neglect the unhappy

prisoner altogether would seem heartless,

whereas, to try and see him, unless he mani-

fested a desire to see us, would seem like

intrusion. He sat in his cabin, we heard, all

day, and at night, when it w^as dark, walked

upon the quarter-deck. He spoke with no one

save the First Lieutenant, and made no re-

ference to the approaching trial—the day for

which they expected would be fixed very

shortly.

First, however, my father wrote to him, and
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asked if he would wish to see him ; but

received a letter thanking him, indeed; and

putting off his visit until, the Avriter said, he

should be forced to contemplate the near

approach of Death. Next, Mr. Brinjes sent a

message that ]ie wished to see him as his

physician (a title which he assumed when he

pleased) ; but the Captain returned word that

he had never been in better health.

As for myself, I waited for some days, not

venturing to intrude upon his suffering, yet

desirous of seeing him. At last I wrote a

letter, begging him to tell me if I could do

anything for him. To which he replied that

he would take it kindly if I would come

aboard and see him in his cabin. I obeyed

with a sinking heart, for, indeed, what consola-

tion could I administer, or with what counten-

ance could I greet him, or could I pretend that

lie was not overwhelmed with shame ?

When I went on board, I was astonished to

find, acting as sentry at the top of the com-

panion, no other than Aaron Fletcher. I knew

not that he was on board the ' Calypso.'
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Strange, indeed, that he should now be mount-

ing guard as Marine over the man whom lie

had many times fought, and twice tried to

murder. He made no sign of recognition as I

passed him.

Jack was in liis cabin, sitting at his window,

leaning his head upon his hand, and gazing

upon the river, with tlie crowd of craft upon it.

He turned his head wlien I opened the door,

and rose to meet me.

' Luke,' he said, ' canst take the hand of a

coAvard wretch who hath surrendered his ship

without a blow ? Nay—nay—lad ; tears will

not help, and I am not worth a tear, or any-

thiuG^ now but to be shot like a cur, and rolled

up in a bit of sacking, and so tossed into the

water, and forgotten.'

I asked after his health, but he put me off.

'Health?' he cried. 'What matters my

health ? If you can pick up a smallpox, or a

galloping consumption, or a fever, and send it

to me—the worse the complaint, the better I

shall like it ; or if Mr. Brinjes, who can cause

all diseases, will send me one that will suddenly
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tear out my heart, or stop my breath, it would

be very much to the pouit at the present junc-

ture. My liealth ? Why, as the Devil will have

it, it was never better.' He laughed. ' Go

tell Mr. Brinjes, or his swivel-eyed assistant, to

make me up a disease or two in that saucepan

of his that is always on the hob. 'Tis a crafty

old man, and first cousin, I verily believe, to

the Devil.'

He paused awhile, thinking what next to

tell me.

' Tell tlie Admiral . . . Xo, not yet ; after

my death thou shalt tell him all the truth,

which I will tell thee directl}'. I cannot write

to that good old man
;
yet, Luke, I must send

him some message. Therefore .... but nc,

there are no words that I can send him. I

cannot ask his forgiveness, because he can never

forgive me. 1 cannot thank him for all his

kindness, because I am not worthy now so

much as to send a word of gratitude. Let be,

let be. When I am dead thou shalt tell him

the truth. As for Castilla, she must forget me.

Tell her that, Luke. I am certain tliat slie
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will soon console herself. She never loved

me as poor Bess used to love me. There

is Mr. Brinjes—tell him—why, tell him that

he must look for another sailor to steer

his ship among the islands of the Southern

Seas.'

' Jack,' I said, ' it is terrible.'

' Yes ; it is terrible. It is very terrible,

lad. But it must be endured. Trust me, that

I shall not stand snivelhnf? before the hie of

Marines at the end. That is, unless there be

another ' Here he paused, and in his eyes

there was apparent a look of such terror as I

have never since seen in any man's eyes, while

his cheeks turned white, and drops stood upon

his brow. ' Unless,' he said again, ' there come

another ' Here he broke off again. ' Luke,'

he said, ' if at the end I die craven, know of a

surety that I die unforgiven, and that my soul

is lost. But it cannot be that death will not

atone.' So he paced his cabin once or twice,

and then, becoming more calm, he sat down

again. ' Luke, dear lad, I wished to see thee,

but only thee, for the present. I have much



VERY WELL THEN 191

to say. And first—of Bess. Do you know

the words she said to me before I sailed .^

'

' I know them. Bess told me herself.'

' Does any other person know them ?
'

'No one, I beheve.'

' Let her hold her tongue, then, lest they

take her for a witch. Why, I know full well

that she is no witch ; and as for those words,

the}^ were spoken by her, but yet Avere not her

own. I laughed when I heard them. The

second time I heard them I laughed no longer.

And now I will tell thee the whole truth, Luke
;

but keep it to thyself until I am dead, when I

wish thee—nay, I charge thee—to tell the

Admiral and thy father. I crowded all sail in

pursuit of the enemy ; I prepared for action

with as lio^ht a heart as a man can liave who

has a stout ship and a lusty crew. My guna

they were loaded, and my men were at quarters,

every man stripped to the skin, a good ration

of rum served round, and as hearty a spirit as

ever animated a British crew. I was as certain of

making a prize of the " Malicieuse " as I am now

certain of being tried and sentenced to death.
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Suddenly, we being by this time well witliin

range, and our men prepared to give the enemy

a broadside, a shot from the Frenchman struck

our bow, and sent the sphnters flying. Then

there came upon me a kind of dizziness, and a

voice shouted—yea, shouted in my ears

—

though none but me heard it. ..." Thou

shalt be struck where thou shalt feel the blow

most deeply." I tell thee the trutli, Luke.

But tell no one, lest they seize poor Bess for a

witcli. Something—I know not what—caught

my hand, and dragged me—whether I would

or no—yea, compelled me—to the mainmast,

and placed the halliards in my hand, and forced

me to haul down the flag. I know not very

well what happened afterwards ; my men, I

beheve, were all smitten with stupid amazement,

and made no resistance : how should they when

the flag was struck ? They tell me that I cut

down the First Lieutenant. Thank God I did

no more than stun him ! And presently, when

I came to mvself, I was sitting on a carronade,

and the ship was a prize, and the French

Commander was on the quarter-deck.'
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'But you recaptured the sliip?'

' Why, 'twas a desperate attempt. I

thought first that I would starve myself to

death. But a man does not like to kill himself.

And then, seeing the Frenchmen on the deck,

and some of my lads for'ard under the sentries,

I thought to make them kill me. Alas ! they

were not suffered to kill me. Some of my men

were wounded, and a good many of the French-

men knocked o' the head ; but I came out of

the fight without a scratch, and the ship was

ours again. That is my story, lad, in its truth.'

What could a man say in consolation to a

man thus afflicted ? Was there ever a worse

case ? My father, for his part, found the case

of Job worse, ' because,' he said, ' not only did

the Patriarch lose wife and children, and sub-

stance and health, but he also lost that which

made the patriarchal life more desirable than

any which hath followed it—namely, the daily

walk with God, compared with which a man's

reputation am.ong his fellows is naught indeed.'

'Tell Bess,' Jack went on, 'what hath

happened. Let her know that she is revenged,

yoL. III.
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and I am pimisliecl. She did not desire my

punishment. It will grieve the poor, tender

creature, who always loved me better than I

deserved. Yet it is the punishment—nay, I

know it now—it is the punishment of GOD
Himself.'

He then told me, what indeed I knew

already, the history of his passion for Bess, which

was as brief as it was violent, sparing hmiself

not at all.

' Never,' ho swore, ' was a man more madly

in love w^ith any woman than I wdth Bess, and

never, I am sure, did woman love man better

than she loves me. I confess, lad, that I made

her a thousand promises the most sacred I knew,

even upon the Holy Bible, that I would never

forget her, but would marry her when I re-

turned. The man Brinjes was witness a dozen

tmies to these protestations. As for him, he is,

I think, a devil. For he egged her on to meet

me as often as I wished in his own house ; and

he laughed when I swore constancy, telling me,

when she w^as not present, that I knew the

lesson as well as if I were five-and-thirtv, instead
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of four-and-twenty, and that every sailor was

tlie same, but I the most fortunate of all, be-

cause I had so beautiful a girl. I meant not,

however, Luke, to deceive her. I intended

when I sailed away to keep my w^ord. I was

full of love to her. Yet, wdiich is strange, wdien

we had been at sea for two or three months, I

thought of her no longer. When I came home

with the prize I declare that I had clean for-

gotten her ; and when I saw her, I looked upon

her no longer with love, and wondered how I

could ever have loved her.'

' Poor Bess !

'

' It is strange, Luke, since I took the ship

ao-ain, tlie imaoe of the oirl hath returned to

my heart. I have thought upon her daily, and

I remember once more all the things that passed

betw^een us while I was waiting for my appoint-

ment to the " Tartar." Poor Bess ! She deserved

a better lover. How coidd I ever forget her

brave black eyes ? See, Luke !
' He drew up

his sleeve and showed his left arm—he had

forgotten when last he exhibited that tattoo.

o 2



196 THE WORLD WENT

' See, lad, her name is ever before me. Yes

;

a better lover she deserved.'

' She desires no better lover, Jack.'

' What .^
' he asked. ' Doth she not curse

my very name ?
'

' Nay ; she liath never cursed thee. Jack.

She loves thee still : she hath always loved

thee.'

' A woman cannot love a man who is dis-

graced.'

' Why ? She loves the man : it is not his

honour or his reputation she loves. That I

have heard, but I have never understood it,

concerning women, before ; but now I perceive

it very plainly. It is strange to us, because a

man cannot love a woman without thinking of

her beauty ; and so we believe that a woman

cannot love a man without thinking of his

honour and reputation, his strength and his

name. Jack, will you see this poor girl?

—

will you let her come to you?—and tell her

kindly, in your old way, that you love again,

as in the past time, and so heal her bleeding

heart?'
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'See her? Truly, I never lliought,' said

Jack. ' that she would any more come to me.

I thouG^ht that she must be like Aaron Fletcher

—only anxious to see me swing. Why, if the

poor child can find any comfort or happiness

in coming here, let her come, in God's name.

As for me, dear lad, there is a load upon my

heart which I thoudit would be with me till

my death. But if she will forgive me, I think

that load will be removed, and I can die with

easier mind. Poor Bess ! she will but get her

lover in time to see him die. My heart bleeds

for her ! Go quick—bring her to me. Let me

at least ask her forgiveness.'

You may be sure that I lost no time in

taking this fond message to Bess.

I looked that she would burst into weeping

and sobbing. But she did not.

' I knew,' she said, ' that I should get my

lover back. Xow care I for nothing more.

For if he must die, so must I die also. Death

itself shall not have power—no—death shall

have no power to separate us. On the day

that he dies shall I die too. He loves me again.
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Why—clo you think I care what may happen

to either of us, since he loves me still ?
'

I led her on board, and took her to the

Captain's cabin, but at the door I turned away,

and so left them alone.

Oh ! behind tliat closed door what prayers

and vows were uttered ! wliat tears were shed

!

what tender embraces were exchanged ! when,

in the presence of Shame and Death, those

hapless lovers met again !
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CHAPTER XLII.

OF THE COURT-iAIARTIAL.

lEAELY all that follows is matter of

history, and may be read in the

<xazettes and papers of the day.

Yet for the sake of completing

the history, it shall be set forth in order.

The court-martial was appointed to be held

on board the ' Calypso,' on the forenoon of

Monday, February 2.

On that day it was accordingly held, the

Hon. Jolm Cheveril, Eear-Admiral of the

White and Admiral of the Port, being the

President. The Court consisted of Captains

Pilchard Orde, Frederick Drake, Saltren Wil-

lett, Peter Denis, and Joshua Eowdey. Captain

Petherick should also have sat, but he begcred

to be excused, on the ground of personal friend-
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ship with the defendant. He was present,

however, and sat at the back of tlie court,

with as sad a countenance as ever I beheld.

(As for our Admiral, he was in his bedroom

with an attack of the gout, which even Mr.

Brinjes could not cure.) The c^ourt was thrown

open to all. Pew of the friends of the accused

officer were present, but there was a great

throng of people, not only from Deptford

Town, but also from London. Truly, a court-

martial on whose decision rests the honour,

if not the life, of a man, is a species of judicial

investigation which strikes awe upon the

beholder, even more than the aspect of tlie

judge, jury, and counsel in a civil court, the

solemnity of the occasion being heightened and

set off by the uniforms of the Judges and the

naked weapons of the sentries and guards.

The Court was opened by the Deputy

Judge-Advocate. He was only an attorney of

Deptford, by name Eichard Pendlebury, but he

wore a black gown over his coat, and, being

provided with a full wig, which might have

been proper even to a serjeant-at-law, and wear-
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ing miicli lace to his bosom and his sleeves,

and beinc^ a bio- burly crentleman with a full

round voice, he looked as full of authority as a

Kmg's Counsel. He began the proceedings by

readhig; the warrant of the Eii^ht Honourable

the Lords Commissioners of the Admiralty,

empowering the Admiral to assemble courts-

martial. This done, the President ordered that

Captain Easterbrook should be brought before

the Court. My heart beat fast and my throat

choked when he appeared, bearing himself

proudly, but with pale cheek, dressed, if one

may say so, like a bride for her wedding,

wearing his best uniform, his richest lace, and

white leather gloves. Never, surely, did officer

of the King's Navy bear himself more gallantly.

Once only I saw his cheek flush scarlet. 'Twas

when, in the old familiar way, he clapped his

hand to his side for the adjustment of his sword.

Alas ! he had no sword. That had been taken

from him, and was now Ijicg on the table

before the President, the hilt towards the

prisoner. Then he bowed to his judges and

stood upright, and, to outward show, calm and
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collected, thougli a tempest of shame and de-

spair was raging within.

Then the Depnty Judge-Advocate admin-

istered the oath to the members of the Court

and took it himself in the form prescril^ed,

after which he read the charge against the

defendant, as follows

:

'Gentlemen,—The charge against Captain

John Easterbrook, Commander of t'lie " Calypso,"

here present before your honourable Court, is

that on the 4th day of December, 1759, he

did cowardly and treacherously surrender and

yield up his ship to the enemy, and he is here

to answer this charge accordingly.'

He then read the Fifteenth of the Articles

of War, as follows :

' Every person in or belonging to the fleet

who shall desert to the enemy, pirate, or rebel,

or shall run away with any of His Majesty's

ships or vessels of war, or any ordnance,

ammunition, stores, or provision belonging

thereto, to the w^eakening of the service, or

shall yield up the same, cowardly or treacher-

ously, to the enemy, pirate, or rebel, being
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convicted of any sucli offence by the sentence

of the court-martial, shall suffer death.'

These preliminaries being completed, the

Deputy Judge-Advocate proceeded to call his

witnesses, and to each in turn administered an

oath which is more awful than that used in the

civil courts, because it lays upon the witness an

obligation to reveal everything that he knows

concerning the case. The form is this :

'I, A. B., do most solemnly swear that in

the evidence I shall give before the Court re-

specting the present trial I will, whether de-

manded of me by question or not, and whether

favourable or imfavourable to the prisoner,

declare the truth, the whole truth, and nothing

but the truth. So help me, GOD !

'

The deposition of the officers had already

been taken at Portsmouth for the information

of the Lords Commissioners, and in every case

these were first read aloud, and then confirmed

by the witness, who added what he chose, and

answered such questions as were put to him.

And in the putting of these questions it seemed

to me as if the Deputy Judge-Advocate was
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desirous of pressing and dwelling upon every

fact which might make the crime appear blacker,

and of concealing or passing over every fact

which made in favour of the accused.

The iirst witness called was Lieutenant

Colin Macdonald, First Lieutenant of the

'Calypso.'

His deposition w^as short, and was as

follows :

' At daybreak on the morning of December

the 4th, being then in company with the frigate

"Eesolute," Captain Boys,we sighted three ships,

which we presently made out to be a squadron

of three French frigates, apparently of about

the same armament as ourselves. They bore

away at sight of us, as not wishing to fight.

Captain Easterbrook gave the word to crowd

all sail and up hammocks, the wind being then

fresh and nearly aft and the sea lively, but the

ship saihng free and not lying down, so that all

her ports could be opened and all her guns

fired. We presently found that we gained upon

the Frenchmen, and about noon we were nearly

come up with the '' Malicieuse," the slowest
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of the three, the " Eesolute " being then half a

mile or so astern, and the other two French

ships about as much ahead of us. We were

by this time cleared for action, the men at

their quarters, and everj^thing reported in

readiness, looking for nothing but a close en-

gagement, and a pretty hot one, with the three

ships. The Captain's plan, he told me, was

to range alongside of tlie enemy, pour in his

broadside, grapple, and board, thinking tliat

the " Eesohite " would do the like, and so we

might capture the squadron. And this we

could have done, having faster vessels than the

enemy, and Captain Easterbrook being, as I

take it, the smartest liandier of a ship in the

service, though so young a man. But the

Frenchman was not disposed to allow of this, if

he could help it. Therefore, he began to let

fly with the stern-cliasers, being, like most of

his nation, amply provided with these helps to

running away. His first shot knocked away

part of our figure-head, the splinters flying

about the deck ; but no one harmed. Just

then, to our utmost consternation, the Captain
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turned pale, and ran to the mainmast, where,

with his own hands, lie began to lower the

colours. I ran to him, crying, '' Captain, for

God's sake, consider what you are doing !

"

Whereupon he drew his sword, and cut me

down over the liead, but, fortunately, with

the flat of the weapon only, else I had been

a dead man. And I knew no more until the

business was ended, and we were all prisoners.'

Being asked by the Deputy Judge-Advocate

what preparations had been made for an en-

fraaement, he replied that nothini]^ was omitted

that is customary on such an occasion ; tliat

they had ample time during the chase, and that

no ship ever went into action better prepared.

Immediately on sighting the enenjy tlie bo's'n

and his mates piped to stow hammocks ; the

carpenter and his mates were ready with their

mauls and plugs ; the gunner and his quarter-

gunners examined and reported on all the

cannon. When the ship was within a mile of

the enemy the drum beat to quarters. Then

every man stripped to the waist, and repaired

to his proper place ; a ration of rum w^as served
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out ; the Latclies were laid ; the Marines were

drawn up on the quarter-deck and fo'ks'le
;

lastly, \he guns were cast loose, the tompions

witlidrawn, and the guns loaded and run out at

all tlie ports. In one word, there was no point

omitted that a Commander who knows liis

business would neglect, and everything in

such order as the most resolute captain could

desire.

Being asked furtlier, if the enemy's consorts

showed an intention of taking part in tlie hght,

tlie Lieutenant replied that he was not prepared

to state positively, but he believed that one of

them backed lier sails, while tJie other appeared

to be liauling her wind ; but he repeated that

it was the Captain's design to neglect tliese

vessels while he took the ' Malicieuse ' by board-

ing, and afterwards to engage her consorts with

the help of the' Eesolute.'

Being further pressed upon the distance of

the ' Calypso ' from the ' Malicieuse ' when the

Captain surrendered, he replied that, to the best

of his knowledge and belief, the ' Calypso ' was

no more than a hundred and fifty yards astern
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of the ' Malicieiise,' and gaining rapidly. Being

asked what was the posture of the enemy so

far as could be discerned, he replied the men

were at quarters, and ready for action, but that

all sail was crowded, and that the Frenchman, it

was quite certain, had no stomach for the fight,

and would gladly have got clear off.

At this point of the evidence, Captain

Easterbrook was asked if he had any questions

to put to the witness. He replied that he had

none, and that to the best of his knowledge the

evidence given by Lieutenant Macdonald was

true in every particular—a statement whicli

made the Court look serious, and troubled the

mind of the Deputy Judge-Advocate, because

there is nothing which tliese gentlemen de^fire

more than to fight a stubborn case ; whereas, if

an officer pleads guilty, and throws himself

upon the mercy of the Court, he has no chance

to show his cleverness.

'With permission of the Court,' said the

First Lieutenant, ' I will now give evidence as

to the recapture of the ship.'

' I submit to the Court,' said the Deputy
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Jutlge-Advocate, ' that the recapture of the ship

has nothing to do with the charge against Cap-

tain Easterbrook— namely, that lie did cowardly

and treacherously yield np his vessel.'

' Gentlemen,' said the Lieutenant, ' with re-

spect. If the ship had not been recaptured the

Court could not have been held. And if it had

not been for the Captain the ship w^ould never

have been recaptured. Eor he did a thing

which I venture to maintain no other man in

the service would have done, when he engaged,

single-handed, the whole of the crew in charge

of the prize.'

So the Court conferred together, whispering,

and the President ordered the witness to pro-

ceed. Whereupon tlie Deputy Judge-Advocate

sat down and put his hands hi his pockets,

and gazed upwards as if this part of the

evidence did not concern him.

The account which the Lieutenant gave of

the retaking of the ship was exactly the same

which he had already given to the Commis-

sioner of the Yard, Captain Petherick. It need

not, therefore, be repeated here. Suffice it to

VOL. III. p



210 THE WORLD WENT

say that at the recital there was not a face in

court which was not suffused with emotion,

and as for myself, I thought that surely after

so gallant an exploit his sword would be re-

turned to him.

' Gentlemen,' concluded the First Lieu-

tenant, ' 'twas the most frallant deed I have ever

witnessed. Only by a miracle, and by his own

valour did the Captain escape death. There

were on deck thirty Frenchmen, all armed, and

he with nothing but the sword which he tore

from the French Commander. And to back

him only a dozen unarmed men, who, to tell

the truth, for I was among them, were taken

by surprise, and would never have plucked up

heart save for the example of the Captain. The

first man to join him was a Marine, named

Aaron Fletcher, who seized a rammer, and,

armed with this weapon alone, stood by the

Captain, playing a man's part, indeed; but for

liim, the Captain would have been cut down

a dozen times. But, gentlemen, that the ship

was recaptured is due to nobody but to the

desperate valour of the Captain himself.'
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The Court asked Captain Easterbrook

whether he had any questions to put on this

head, but he had none. Wherefore, Lieu-

tenant MacdonakI stepped aside, and made

way for the next witness.

Then the Second Lieutenant of the ship was

called, and he gave evidence that he was at his

station on the main deck wlien the action

began, and testified to the disgust of the men

when they learned that the ship was surrendered.

This was the more astonishing to them, as their

Captain had the reputation of uncommon cour-

age. At first the men refused to believe that

the vessel was surrendered, and called upon

each other to fight it out.

The Third Lieutenant gave simikir evidence,

adding that, had not the men been fully con-

vinced of the Captain's bravery and judgment,

there would have been a mutiny on board ; and

that they thought the ship must be sinking at

least, or dangerously on hre, or that it was

some stratagem, counterfeit, or design by wiiich

the Cnptain thought to fool the enemy, and

that they looked at each other and Liuglied

r 2
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aloud, waiting for tlie word to lay tlie guns,

and fire. Furtlier, that the enemy did not

believe it possible that a British ship should

thus cowardly be yielded up, and continued to

fire upon the ' Calypso,' the shot passing through

the rioTDriDCT and the sails, but doini]^ no further

mischief. Xor did the men believe that the

ship w\as surrendered until the French boat

came alongside and the Captain gave the word

to back the sails and lay down arms, which

they all did with a very bad grace, yet still

persuaded that something fatal had happened

to the ship, and that tlie colours were struck to

save their lives.

The Lieutenant of Marines deposed that his

men were drawn up in readiness on the

quarter-deck and fo'ks'le, and stated plainly

that he had no doubt of the issue, because the

Frenchmen had only one thought—namely, to

get away ; and, in his opinion, it had been the

Captain's intention to attack and take all three

ships, with the help of the 'Eesolute'; and

that nothing in the world had ever surprised

him more than the strange behaviour of the
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Captain, from whom so much had been ex-

pected.

Captain Easterbrook dechned to ask any

questions of these witnesses. Was he, then,

going to make no attempt at a defence ?

They called the Purser, wlio put in the

Captain's log-book, which is always done on

these trials, I am told, but I know not why.

And then I thought we sliould surely proceed

to the defence, because there could be no doubt

of the main fact—namely, that the Captain had

certainly struck the colours.

But they delayed the case in order to call

the Master, who confirmed the First Lieutenant's

evidence as to the preparations for engaging the

enemy ; and the Gunner, who also confirmed

the evidence ; and the bo's'n and the carpen-

ter, who added little to the evidence already

before the Court, except the fact that when

the men were under hatches and knew^ what

had been done, the swearing and cursing

of the crew were strong enough to lift the

decks.

' Gentlemen,' said the Deputy Judge-Advo-
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cate, 'there is no other evidence before the

Court.'

' Stay,' said the President, ' call the Marine

of whose conduct in the recapture of the ship

Lieutenant Macdonald hath spoken.'

So they called Aaron Fletcher.

When this witness stepped forward, looking,

it must be confessed, a much smarter and finer

man in his scarlet coat than he ever looked as

a landsman. Jack's face flushed. It was his

fate never to be out of reach of this man's

animosity. Twice had Aaron tried to take his

life, when that was most worth having. Once

he had saved his life when lie himself had

most ardently desired to lose it. Now he was

present to give evidence in the hour of his open

humihation.

'I thought,' he told me afterwards, *that

I had drained the whole cup. But the bitterest

drop was when that man stood before me, as

if Bess, poor girl ! had not yet forgiven me,

and had sent her old lover to gloat over my

discomfiture. She hath forgiven me, however
;

therefore I need not have been troubled.'
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The Court ordered the man to be sworn,

and bade him relate all that he knew con-

cerning the affair, and particularly as to the

retaking of the ship from tlie French.

'I was on the fo'ks'le,' said Aaron, speaking

boldly, and no whit abashed at the solemnity

of the Court and the rank of the Judges. ' I

was on the fo'ks'le, with the rest of the com-

pany drawn up and armed, the muskets being

loaded and inspected, waiting for the word to

fire, which would have been in a few minutes,

as we expected. Then a shot from the enemy

struck our bows and the wood went flying

;

but no one, that I could see, was hurt. And

then I saw the Captain strike the flag and

cut down the First Lieutenant. "Mates," I

whispered presently, " either the ship is sinking,

or the Captain has lost his stomach for the fight.

If she sinks, we go to Davy's Locker ; if he's

played the coward, lie will swing." ' As he

said these words, he turned his face to Jack

with a look of triumph in his eyes. ' We were

all sent down below,' lie continued, 'when the

Frenchmen came aboard, and there we stayed
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with no arms and short rations. Two clays

afterwards I was on deck, taking my spell of

fresh air with the others—about a dozen men

in all. We were leaning against the bulwarks,

wishing the job was over, and cursing the

Captain, who was sitting on the quarter-deck

on the trunnions of a carronade, his hands on

his knees, staring straight before him as if he

saw the rope dangling before his eyes, already

noosed for him. Suddenly I saw him spring

from his place and catch the French officer,

who was walking the deck, by the throat, and

shake him like a dog. Then he threw him on

the deck (where the Frenchman lay stunned

and half-dead) and he tore his sword from

him ; then he rushed upon one of the sentries

and cut him down, and attacked the other

:

some of the Frenchmen, seeing what was done,

cried out in their own lingo, and ran aft,

some firing pistols and some drawing cutlasses.

Whereupon I called out to my mates and seized

a rammer, which was the best thing for a weapon

I could come at, and ran after them, and so to

the Captain's side, for I plainly saw that his
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design was to kill as many of the Frenchmen

as he could, and to be killed himself, which I

resolved to prevent if I could. And then tlie

other Englishmen joined me, and in a very few

minutes we had half of the prize crew killed or

wounded, and the other half crying for quarter;

but the Captain was so furious that for some

time he would give none, throwing himself

upon all such as had weapons and would fight.

Hard work I had to save him. But I did.

When 'twas all over there wasn't a scratch

upon him. I saved him, your Honours. With

a rammer I saved his life.'

' Your courage,' said the President, ' does

you credit. I shall take care that it is duly

represented to the Colonel of your regiment

;

and if your conduct is reported as equal to

your gallantr}^ you will not go without your

reward. The Captain, you think, sought for

death ?
'

'No one,' said Aaron, 'who did not want

to be killed could have behaved as he did.

Before the enemy called for quarter, we had

driven them together in the waist, where they
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were shoutino^ and threatenins^ to charge us

with pikes and bayonets, but we had weapons

by this time, and were ready to receive them.

But they did not charge, because the Captain

leaped into the middle of them with nothing

but his sword in his hand, laying about him

like a madman. He was sober and in his

senses when he cowardly hauled down the

flag, but he was now, when he attacked the

prize crew, gone stark mad. If he hadn't been

mad and not known what he was about, w^e

should never have taken the ship.'

' And you leaped after him ?
' asked one of

the Court.

' I had my rammer, which was almost as

good as a quarterstaff ; and I'd rather have a

quarterstafF than a sword" any day, or a pike

either, if there's room for play.'

' And this you did out of devotion or loyalty

to your Captain ?
' asked the President, aston-

ished at the man's coolness, and the delibera-

tion with which he gave his evidence.

' Nay, nay,' he replied, grinning again, ' I

saved his life because I should have been sorry
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to see liim die like a brave man. All I wanted

was to see him swing, your Honours, for striking

his colours.'

These words produced a sensation in the

court ; and all eyes were turned upon this

witness who (though but a simple Marine)

carried devotion to his country's, honour unto so

great a height. But the officers of the ' Calypso

'

whispered together, and I heard such words

passed from one to the other as ' rascal,' ' six

dozen,' ' the first chance,' ' not good enough for

him,' and so forth, from which I conjectured

that Aaron would find a warm welcome if he

went to sea again on board this vessel. I think

he must have heard the whispers, but he cared

nothing for them. He was now enjoying a

revcno'e sweeter far than to have murdered the

Captain with his own hand.

Therefore, he turned his ugly face to the

prisoner, and grinned with the satisfaction of

his ignoble triumph. The Court, however,

seemed to take the Avords for an outburst of

honest and patriotic feeling which did credit to

this rough and simple fellow.
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Captain Easterbrook refused to ask any

questions of this witness either. It was now

between three and four o'clock in the afternoon,

when the President asked the prisoner if he

designed to call any witnesses for the defence,

and proposed to adjourn the Court until the

following day. •

' Sir,' said Jack, ' I have no witnesses to

call.'

'Then,' said the President, 'you would

doubtless wish for time to prepare your defence.

It is now late ; w^e will adjourn the Court until

to-morrow.'

' Sir,' said Jack, ' I thank you. But, with

permission of the Court, I will make my defence

without further delay. I will not trouble the

Court to adjourn.'

The Court conferred, and presently said that

they would hear the prisoner at once, if he

chose.

' Gentlemen,' Jack began, ' I have but a

few words to say ; and as for defence, I have

none. I have been at sea since my thirteenth

year, and am now four-and-tw^enty. During
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this tiniG I have been present in many actions,.

and I have never received audit but commenda-

tion from my superior officers. I served first

under Captahi Hohnes, of tlie "Lenox," and next

on board the " Countess of Dorset," when I was

cast away on the coast of Patagonia, and, after

wandering among the Indians, I was prisoner

hrst to tlie Spaniards, and afterwards to tlie

French. But I broke prison, and was appointed

Third Lieutenant to Captain Lockliart, of the

'* Tartar." I submit that my character for

courage was never impugned on board any of

tliese vessels, and Captain Lookhart hath thought

fit to bear testimony in his despatches to my
conduct in the many engagements fouglit by

his ship. You have also heard how I was

enabled, by the help of those of my crew then

on deck, to take the ship again.'

He paused here, as if he was unwilling to

say what w^as in his mind.

' I submit to the Court,' said the Deputy

Judge-Advocate, ' that these facts, which I

think the Court will not dispute, do not con-

stitute any defence.'
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' They are no defence,' Jack replied. ' I

state tlieni because they form my only consola-

tion in this hour. I have no defence. The

charge is true. My officers and crew would

have taken, not only the " Mahcieuse " but the

two other ships as well. Their evidence is true

in every particular. I wish to testify that no

Commander ever had better officers, a handier

vessel, or a heartier crew. I threw all away.

I struck the colours. I cowardly and treacher-

ously surrendered my ship without firing a

shot. I have but one prayer to make of the

Court. It is that this act, which was wholly

my own, may not in the least degree prejudice

the future of my brave Lieutenants. It was

this shameful hand, and none other, which

hauled down the flag of the " Calypso."
'

When he concluded, there was silence for

a space, because the Court and everybody

present were taken by surprise, and because

the contemplation of this tall and handsome

lad (he seemed no more) thus avov/ing, not

proudly, but shamefully, and yet honestly and

fully, his own dishonour, overwhelmed us with
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sadness. From his officers, standing together,

there were whispers, which could be heard all

over the court :
' He was mad. A madman is

not answerable for his doinc^s. N'o one but a

madman would have done it.' And so forth.

And I verily believe, and have been assured,

that there was not one anions^ them all who

would not gladly have put out to sea again

under Captain Easterbrook, in full confidence

that he would fight the ship as long as a man

was left alive to stand beside him.

As for me, I had looked to see him call

some witnesses. He could not, it is true, call

Bess Westmoreland ; nor could he tell the

whole truth, else he would have stood before

the Court and said, ' Gentlemen, this is none

other than the Hand of GOD which hath

struck me for my sins, and because I broke my

solemn oath, passed to a woman. The Hand

liatk struck me in that way lohich most deeply

and most bitterly I should feel. For I never

feared to die, nor to be wounded, but always

and before all things have I loved and prized

honour and been jealous for my good name,
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and longed to distinguish myself and to rise

in the service. Wherefore, now have I been

deprived of the thing which most of all I

prized, and stand before you all, bereft of

honour, a cowardly Commander, so that tliere

remams for me nothing but death ; and

whether I am lianged or shot, I care not, so

that I may die soon. For there is no place

wliere I could live whither my shame would

not also follow me and be quickly brazened

forth to all the folk. Sentence me, therefore,

quickly, and let me go.'

This, I say, he felt and knew to be the truth.

Yet he would not say it. But he might have

called Mr. Brinjes, who would have testified,

which is the truth, though it did not perhaps

touch the case, that men who have been in

places where the sun is hot, especially such as

have wandered about without any covering for

their heads, are often subject to sudden fits of.

madness, during which they know not what

they do ; and that pcrha]:)s this was the case

with Captain Easterbrook. Nay, I have heard

learned physicians, disputing on such points,
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argue that sudden fits of madness are often

produced by exposure to the hot sun ; so that

a man who hath once received a sun -stroke, as

they call it, may, in such an access, commit

murder or any other crime, and not know

afterwards what he hath done.

The case being then concluded and the

whole evidence completed, with such defence

as the defendant had thought fit to set u]),

order was given to clear the coiu't, which

was done, the guard of Marines taking the

Captain back to Jiis cabin, and the Judges

being left alone.

' He will die,' said Captain Petherick ;
' I

see in his eyes that there is nothing left for

him to desire but death. The day of his execu-

tion will be welcome to him. Yet I hope that

they will not hang him like a cur, but will

shoot him like a brave man.'

' He was certainly mad,' said Mr. Shelvocke.

' I remember once, being then off the Ladrone

Islands-;^
'

' Ay,' said Mr. Brinjes, interrupting—I had

not seen him in court
;

yet he was there,

VOL. III. Q
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dressed as if for the Club
—

'- Ay. The boy was

mad. What? Would a coward have resolved

upon so desperate an enterprise as to attack

the prize crew single-handed? Death w^as

before him—death if he failed ; death if he

succeeded ; for to succeed was but to throw

himself into a court-martial. Whereas, if he had

suffered the ship to sail into Brest Harbour, he

might have lived in France all his life in safety,

and no one to know what had happened. Now,

what can they do but sentence him to be hanged

or shot? Luke, my lad, if I had Aaron ashore,

I would make everyone of his teeth like a lump

of red-hot iron ; rheumatic pains should grind

his joints and twist his uerves
;
gout should

tear and rend his stomach ; tic should stick

sharp needles into his face. Well—patience !

something will happen unto Aaron yet. If,

now, the poor boy had been suffered to have

his wish, he would have died in the moment

of victory, when he had reconquered the ship.

As for witchcraft'—here he whispered—'but

that I know the poor wretch loves him still,

and would rather, die than suffer him to come
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to any harm, I should beheve that Bess was at

the bottom of the mischief. I say not that she

is a witch ; but no one knows what a revenge-

ful woman can do when once she dabbles in

the forbidden art.'

Bess was, indeed, at the bottom of the

mischief, but in a way which Mr. Brinjes could

not understand ; for he had not, so far as I

could discover, the fear of the Lord before

his eyes, and was, indeed, little better than a

Pagan.

' There is again,' lie said, ' the old black

woman. But, then. Jack was to marry her

mistress, and therefore she would not harm

him. Yet there must be a girl in it, and she

must have put Obi upon him by the help of

some, though I knew not that there were any

other Obeali men in this country, besides my-

self. If I were younger, I would go to Ports-

mouth and find that woman, and then, Luke,

my lad, she should be made to feel as if it had

been better for her never to have been born.'

'Bess, at least, is no witch,' I said, for the

lire of his one eye was so bright that I feared

a 2
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he might have fallen upon her, or, at least,

compelled her to tell him the truth.

'This woman, whoever she may be, hath

robbed the King's service of the most gallant

officer. She hath deprived a lovely woman of

her sweetheart ; she hath covered us all with

shame and confusion. Wherefore, may her

flesh fall rotten from her bones ! May '

' Nay, Mr. Brinjes,' I said, ' when you find

her you can curse her. Let not your curses

loose upon an unknown woman.'

He stopped because at tliis moment a mes-

senger came forth from the court, and word

passed that the armourer was sent for, and my

heart sank like lead, and the women began

to sob. It was too true. That petty officer

presently came on deck and Avas passed within

the court. And we heard the noise of his

file. Alas! he was filing Jack's sword, and

the end was now certain. To me the filing of

the sword was like the cutting of the life-threads

at once by the Fates, because—ah ! Bess

—

Bess ! how couldst thou survive thy lover ?

Then the court was thrown open and the
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prisoner was taken back to hear his sentence.

We learned afterwards that there was a dif-

ference of opinion among the Judges, some

inclining to mercy on tlie ground of the

Captain's conduct in recapturing the ship.

But in the end the sterner counsels prevailed
;

and, indeed, the commander of a ship can on

no grounds be pardoned for surrendering to

tlie enemy save in extremity. Suppose a man

commits a forgery, is it any defence that before

and after this act of wickedness he led a o;ood

and virtuous life? Suppose a boy picks a

pocket, is it any defence tliat he is sorry, and

would fain give back tlie purse and the money

that was in it ?

^¥e went back to the court. Alas ! If

there had been any room for doubt before,

there was none now, because the prisoner's

sword was reversed, and lay upon the table

the point towards the prisoner, which meant

Death.

' Guilty,' whispered Mr. Brinjes, not looking

at the sword. ' Death is written in their faces.'

It was. And yet the brave officers who had
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already passed and signed the sentence of death,

showed compassion in their faces.

As for me, I cannot even novr, after nearl}^

forty years have passed, think of that moment

without the tears rising to my eyes. The

court was crowded with fine Ladies, who had

come from London to see the triah They

thought, perhaps, to enjoy the spectacle of a

gallant man brought to shame, but they could

not without tears and sobbing look upon this

poor fellow, tall and manly, brought forth to

hear a sentence of death.

The President arose, and read the sentence

in his ]iand, signed by every member of tlie

Court.

' Captain John Easterbrook, the court-

martial duly held upon you for the loss of His

Majesty's ship the " Calypso," find that you did

cowardly surrender your ship. The sentence

of the Court is that on a day to be presently

appointed, according to the will of His Gracious

Majesty the King, you be placed upon the

quarter-deck of the " Calypso " and be there

shot to death. God save the Kin 2^

!

'
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Now, before he spoke the lat-t words, he

laid down the paper and took Jack's sword in

his hands, w^hich hehekl for a moment as if loth

to complete the sentence. Then, with tiie

words, ' God save the King,' he broke the

sword—filed in readiness by the armourer

—

across his knee and threw the broken pieces

upon the table. And the women shrieked and

the men groaned, and the oflicers who com-

posed the Court hung their heads as if they

dare not face the prisoner. And yet their

sentence was most just and righteous.

' Gentlemen,' said Jack, in a clear firm

voice, ' I thank the Court for their patient

hearing of the case. I looked for no other

verdict, and I desire no other. I acknowledge

the justice of tlie sentence. God save tlie

Kins I

'
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CHAPTER XLIII.

AFTER THE COURT-MARTIAL.

HITS ended the court-martial ; thus

was made grievous shipwreck of a

gallant youth's ambition, his honour,

and his life
;
yet, as to his honour,

'tAvas stoutly and steadfastly maintained by all

sailors, and especially by the officers and men

of the ' Calypso,' that the Captain's surrender

(being done in a moment of madness or by

power of witchcraft) was fully atoned for by

liis surprising recapture of the ship. That, too,

has always been the opinion of his friends,

though, for my own part, as the only one left

who knows the whole truth, I cannot but

acknowledge that the madness was sent by

Heaven, just as much as that madness whicli

the ancients feii^^ned to have been inflicted on
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the Greek hero who slew cattle and sheep,

thinking they were liis enemies. There-

fore, no atonement for his deed was neces-

sary, seeing that it was itself a punishment

inflicted by the hand of a justly offended

Creator.

I know not who told the trutli to the

Admiral, but perhaps it was Mr. Brinjes, who

w^ent daily to see him on account of an attack

of gout, brought on partly by his distress of

mind and the shame of this untoward event,

and partly by the fault of the poor old gen-

tleman himself, who tried to drown care witli

port wine and punch. This attack obstinately

resisted the Apothecary's remedies. Indeed,

though for the time he presently recovered, yet

he came no more to the Sir John Falstaff, and

never held up his head again, going in great

lieaviness, and, I fear, still taking more drink

than is good for any man, until the disease

mounted to his stomach, where, Mr. Brinjes

being no longer at hand to assuage the pain,

it speedily made an end of him.

On the evenino; of the court-martial tlie
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gentlemen of the Club met as usual, though

without their President. The conversation was

enlivened, if one may say so, by the extra-

ordinary and tragical incidents of the day.

They drank not less, but rather more, in order

to sustain their spirits ; they took their liquor

with whispers, and lowered voice, as is done

in a house where one lies dead ; and they

naturally talked much on subjects akin to what

was in their thoughts, as if seeking consolation

in recalling examples resembling the case which

so much touched tlicir hearts. Thus King

Eichard the Second is represented by Shake-

speare as loving, when in captivity, to talk of

the violent deaths of Princes.

' I was present,' said Captain Petherick, ' at

the execution of Admiral Byng, two years and

a half ago. If family influence could have

availed, he would have been spared. Yet he

was shot, and went to his deatli with a smiling

countenance.'

' I remember,' said Mr. Shelvocke—but I

know not whether tliis was true— ' the death of

Captain Kirkby and Captain Wade for cowardly
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deserting Admiral Benbow, and that was fifty-

seven years ago.'

Another recalled the well-known case of

Lientenant Baker Philips, shot in 1745, for sur-

rendering tlie ' Anglesea ' to the ' Apollon,' after

the Captain and tlie First Lieutenant were both

killed. Xo mercy was shown to him, tliough

it was proved that he had but 200 men and

forty guns (and of his crew fifty killed and

wounded), against the French crew of 500 men

with fifty guns. Yet they shot him at Spithead

on board the ' Princess Eoyal.' As for other

courts-martial. Captain Fox, of the ' Kent,' was

dismissed his ship for neglect of duty m 1747.

In 1744 Admiral Mathers and four Captains

were cashiered for neaiect of duty. In theO 4-'

same year the Master of the ' Xorthumberland,'

the Captain being mortally wounded, sur-

rendered the ship before the Lieutenant could

get on deck. Wherefore, he was sentenced to

be confined in the Marshalsea for the remainder

of his life. ' And there, gentlemen,' said Mr.

Underhill, ' he lies to this day, and but last

Monday se'nnight I saw liim, and conversed
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with him—a poor broken man, who vainly

prays for death.'

In short, the talk ran wholly upon trials

and executions ; the unhappy young man now

lying under sentence of death was, so to speak,

executed beforehand, and in imagination by his

friends, who stood (for him) upon the quarter-

deck, eyes bandaged, arms folded, before the

file of Marines, and hoped (for him) nothing

more than a happy shot through heart or head,

which should put an instant stop to life. Then

the conversation turned upon the various

methods of violent deaths, all of which seem

to be accompanied by great, and some by pro-

longed, agonies—such as breaking on the w^heel,

tlie punishment of the knout, or burning alive

—and there was much discussion as to wdhch

method of violent death seemed the most

preferable.

It was remarkable that Mr. Brinjes, gene-

rally one who talked more than any, for the

most part sat apart during this gloomy talk,

taking his pipe of tobacco widiout much share

in the conversation, whether from excess of



VERY WELL TLIEN '-37

grief or from the callous disposition of old age,

to which most things seem to matter little. But

he muttered to himself, as old people use,

without heed to those who are about them, and

I overheard him.

' Ay . . . ay . .
.' he said, ' the boy must

be shot, I suppose, and then Bess Avill not live.

. . . She will certainly live no longer when

he is gone. So have I lost both. She will go

drown herself as soon as the shots are fired.

But he is not dead yet—while there is life there

is hope—who knows what may happen ? 'Twill

be three, and perhaps six weeks before the day

of execution. Much may be done in six weeks.

The lad is not shot yet, nor is Bess drowned.

And as for Aaron—but he saved the Captain's

life. Wherefore, though he did it with an ill

design, I harm him not.' Presently he

recovered his spirits, and looked about him,

and began to talk in a more clieerful strain,

though how he could put on a show of cheerful-

ness, with the prospect before him of Jack's

certain execution and Bess's self-murder, passes

understanding. ' The lad is not shot yet
!

' he
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said. Why, what could be done for him ?

Xothing. A reprieve Avas past praying for.

Yet it mnst be acknowledged that the popular

indignation, which had at first ran high against

the Captain who thus cowardly surrendered,

quickly subsided and changed into compassion

when the circumstances of the recapture became

known, so that perhaps a reprieve might not

have been so impossible had there been any in

high place to ask for it.

As regards the condemned man, whom I

saw many times after the sentence, 1 declare

that I have never known any man more cheer-

ful and resigned to his fate than was this most

unfortunate Captain during the three weeks

which passed between his sentence and the day

of his execution. Of hope, he had none ; nor

did he desire to live.

' If I were reprieved,' he said, ' whither

should I go ? how live ? I am but twenty-four

years of age, and I might live for fifty years to

come, even into the next century, if the world

endure so long, with the accursed remembrance

of one day always in my mind, and among
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people wlio would never tire of pointing at the

Captain who surreadered his ship without

strikinfj^ a blow—one single blow—the most

co^vardl}^ surrender in the history of the British

Navy. Why, 'twould be every day a thousand

times worse than the pains of death. My worst

enemy could devise no more cruel punishmeut

than to send me fortli free to walk tlie streets

of an English town. Xay, Bess '—for she was

with him—' 'tis idle to talk. I know Avhat

thou wouldst say, dear girl. For a mad act

—

we know, my dear, why that madness was sent,

and for what cause permitted—no man should

be held responsible. Why, my First Lieutenant

was here yesterday, and said as mucli. But

even he does not know, and the world can

never know, the whole truth.'

In those last days Bess was with him

always. She came at eight in the morning,

and she left liim at eight in tlie evening.

Everybody knew by this time that she was the

Captain's sweetheart; no one found it strange

or wonderful, because Bess was the finest

woman in Deptford, and tlie Captain was the
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comeliest man; and people only sometimes

remembered that lie had been reported as

promised to the daughter of the Admiral. It

astonished me, perhaps because I daily expected

and feared it, that no one so much as hinted

at the possibility of Bess being engaged in

witchcraft, though all were agreed tliat by foid

practices the Captain had been deprived for

the moment of his courage. It is no longer

the custom to burn witches; yet I am sure that

if any woman had been discovered, or even

suspected, by the good people of Deptford, to

have been concerned in this wickedness, slie

would have suffered every torture tliey could

have devised. Burning—mere burning—would

have seemed too mild a punishment for a

woman who could thus b}- her villainous

sorceries turn a brave man into a coward.

Again, if things had gone well with this poor

girl, if Jack had returned home triumphant

and victorious, and had then openly sought

his humble sweetheart, there were plenty of

women who would have said liard and cruel

things concerning her, as is their way with



VERY WELL THEN 241

each other. But now, when her lover lay

under sentence of death, they refrained their

tongues; nay, they even said good things of

her, reckoning it to her credit that, for the

sake of the Captain, she would receive the

addresses of no other man, and that she sent

Aaron Fletcher about his business and consorted

with none of her former friends (who were

beneath tlie notice of a Captain's lady), and

sought in the society of Mr. Biinjes to acquire

the manners and the bearing of a gentlewoman.

When she went down to tlie Stairs in the

morning, those women whom she passed on

her way stood aside for her in silence, and

looked after her with compassion in their

eyes, and even witli tears; and those, perhaps,

the rudest women of the place, lit companions

for the rudest sailors, abandoned in morals,

sodden with drink, foid of tongue, and ever

ready to strike and to swear. So that pity

mav find a liome in the most savage breast.

She sat with Jack, therefore, all day long,

in the cabin, which was liis condemned celL

For the first day or two she wept continually.

VOL. III. R
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Then she ceased her crymg altogether, and

sat with dry eyes. She said nothing, but she

looked upon her sweetheart always, as if

huno'erinfT after the sig;ht of liis dear face.

But from time to time she rose and flung out

her arms, as if she could not bear herself.

This was natural, when a woman regains her

lover only to lose liim by a violent death.

One eveninf? I walked home with her throudi

the town, and she told me, poor gvA ! what

was in her mind. ' I shall not live after him,'

she said ;
' of that I am resolved. Why, if it

be as he says, that Heaven Imth punished him

for his inconstancy, was it not through my

mouth that the punishment Avas pronounced ?

Where he goes, I shall go. When he dies,

I shall die. In that same hour when the

bnllets tear his dear heart, shall I die too ; and

so my soul shall join his. I know not,' she

said, wildly, 'oh! I know not whither we

shall be sent in the next world; and I care

nothing—no, nothing—so only that we go

there together. I am quite sure that he is

forcfiven all his sins, if ever he committed any,
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tliougli I know not that they can be worth

considering. And he dies for tliem. What

can a man do more? As for me, I am not

afraid, because I have always gone to church

every Sunday morning. Oh! I doubt not we

shall go to Heaven together, and sit hand-in-

hand, and side-by-side; and perhaps we shall

forget the past, somehow, and then the old

brave look will come back to my boy's eyes.

What would Heaven be to him if I were not

with him—and what to me if my Jack were

not beside me ? And oh ! Luke, he loves me

now more tenderly than ever he loved me

before. And I am happy, though I know that

we have but a day or two more to live. They

tell me that to be shot gives no pain . Else I

could not bear it, and must die first.'

I pointed out to her the wickedness of

self-destruction; but she would not listen,

crying wildly that she cared for no wickedness

—not she—so that she could join in death, as

well in life, the man she loved. Surely there

never was woman who loved man with so

violent a passion; and now in these last days,

ii 2
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wlien it was all too late, there never was girl

more truly loved.

'

'Tis the fondest heart, Luke!' said Jack,

the tears in his eyes. 'Why, for thy sake,

sweet Bess, I would be almost contented to live,

and to forget the past, if we could go somewhere

together, where no man knew or could find,

out my dishonour— if we could go and live on

one of tlie islands in the Southern Seas

But this is idle talk.'

Then the time drew near when the sentence

must be carried out. We expected from day

to day to hear that the time was fixed.

About a fortnight after the sentence, a

sudden and most surprising change came over

Bess. She left off crying altogether; sometimes,

even, she laughed; she seemed not to know,

or even to care, what she said or did. She

would throw herself into Jack's arms, and kiss

him passionately; at the next moment she

would tear herself free, and stand gasping

and panting, and with wild eyes, as if with

impatience, so that I feared lest she should

lose her reason altogether. I have heard that
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persoDS condemned to the flames by the ac-

cursed Inquisition (which they dare to call holy)

have been known to go mad with the terror

of looking forward to that awful torture.

Sure I am that no fLames of the stake could be

more dreadful to Bess than the thought of the

moment when her lover would fall dead,

pierced by a dozen bullets. Jack at such

times would try to calm her, but she shook

him off, crying, ' No—no. Let me be. Oh !

I am choking. Oh ! Jack—my dear—if you

knew what is in my heart ! Yes—Jack. I

wall be quiet. Oh ! what a wretch am I that

I should add to your trouble at such a time !

'

Then she threw herself at his feet and caught

his hands. ' Jack,' she cried, ' you know that

I am your servant and your slave. Oh ! if

I loved you when all the world spoke well of

you, think ]iow much more I love you now

you have got no one—oh ! no one but your

poor fond girl
!

'

He raised her and kissed Jicr. Xothinir

now could move him but the sight of lier tears

and suffering, which (I am not ashamed to
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write this clown) brought tears to my own

eyes.

' Let us pretend,' she said, ' let us talk hke

children—oh ! we were once happy children,

and we could pretend and believe what we

please. Why ... all this is only pretence.

The cabin is our old summer-house
;
you are

only twelve years of age, and I am a little

girl; and we have been playing at court-

martial. . . . No,' she shuddered, ' that is a

dreadful game. We will play at something

else. We are going away—you and I together.

Jack—we shall take a ship and sail far away

from England to the islands you have seen,

and Mr. Brinjes talks about—we will live there

—oh ! no one will ever find us out. . . . We
have long to live. I will work for you, and

you will forget all that has happened. Then

we shall grow old. ... Do you think you

would love an old woman. Jack, who had lost

her beauty, and gone grey and toothless?

And then we would lie down and die to-

gether. Why—whatever happens, we will die

together—we must die together. Jack . . .
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Jack. . . . Oh ! if we conld go away ; oli ! if

we could go away together—to leave it all

behind, and to forget it !

'

' Patience, dear heart,' he said. ' Patience,

Bess ; it tears me to see thee suffer.'

I was with them ; and—but who could see

and listen to him without tears ? I am not a

stock or stone.

' Patience ? ' she replied. ' Yes, yes ! I

will have patience ! Jack, do you remember

three years ago, the day we were in the

summer-house, Luke being present, you

solemnly made a great promise P
'

' I remember, Bess. God knows I have

reason to remember, not only the promise but

how I kept it.'

' Make me one more promise. Jack.' She

laid her hands upon his arm. ' Make me one

more promise now. Luke is liere again to

witness for us.'

'Why, child, what promise can I make

thee now? A dying man can neither make

nor break a promise. Shall I promise to love

thee in the next world ?
'
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' Nay, promise what I shall tell thee. Say,

after me : I, Jack Easterbrook
'

' I, Jack Easterbrook,' he repeated.

' Do swear solemnly, before GOD AL-

MIGHTY '

He repeated these words.

' That I will grant to Bess Westmoreland

one more rcqnest, whatever she may ask me,

before I die.'

He said after her, concluding with the

words

—

' Whatever she mav ask me, before I die.'

She fetched a great sigh and kissed liim

again ; and, throwing her arms round his neck,

laid her head upon his shoulder.

I could not, for the life of me, understand

what she meant ; and still I thought that her

brain must be wanderin<z wdth her troubles.
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CHAPTER XLIV.

now BESS WENT AWAY.

T was only three weeks after the

sentence that the condemned man

received a summons to prepare

himself for his execution, which was

fixed for Monday, February the Twenty-third.

This Avas a shorter space between sentence and

execution than was awarded to the unhappy

Admiral Byng, who had eight weeks in which

to prepare himself for death. However, Jack

complained not, and received the announce-

ment in a becoming spirit, and presently sent a

letter to my father, who lost no time in visiting

him, and continued daily to visit him until the

day of execution.

Now, here I have to write down a strange

thing, and one which is hardly to be credited.
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From the day of his trial (when, as I have

said, the court was crowded with ladies) to the

day before the execution, the ship was visited

every day by ladies curious to see, and, if pos-

sible, to converse with, this young and unfortu-

nate officer. But he would not receive any.

Nay, every day letters came to him, full of

tender messages and of prayers, some of them

entreating him to grant tliem an interview,

some openly declaring their passion for him,

some humbly asking for a lock of his hair, or

a line in his handwriting, some begging him to

observe secrecy in his replies, and some offering

their services in high quarters to procure him a

pardon or a reprieve. To none of these letters

did Jack reply a word, but tore all up and

threw the fragments from his cabin window.

One day, however (it was after the day had

been fixed for carrying out the sentence), there

came on board a lady who would take no

denial, but wrote down her name upon tlie

back of a playing card and peremptorily

ordered that it should be taken to the Captain's

cabin. She was so quick, however, that she
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followed the messenger, and so forced her

way in.

' My handsome Jack
!

' she cried, but

stopped short, because she found another

woman with him.

' Madam,' said Jack, rising, ' this is an un-

expected honour.'

'I came. Captain,' she said, 'because we

are old friends, and because I would hxin help

thee if I can.'

'No one can. Madam.'

' And because if I cannot, thou maycst still

help me.'

' You may command me. Madam.'

' Nay,' she said, looking still at Bess, ' why

so formal. Jack ? 'Tis terrible to think that in

a few days
'

' Madam, my time is short
;
pray remember

that and be brief.'

' Why, Captain,' she laughed, ' 'twas but a

little thing : and perhaps this lady ^vill grant

me five minutes alone
'

' It needs not,' said Jack ;
' you can speak

openly before her.'



2=52 THE WORLD WENT

' In that case it will be needless. Yet I

will try. Captain, thou art condemned to die.

'Tis sad, indeed. Yet 'tis true. Now con-

sider my case. I am deeply in debt. I have

quarrelled with my Lord. Marry me, and so

take my debts off my back. Nay, Madam '

—

for Bess sprang to her feet
—

' be pacified. 'Tis

but an empty form that I ask. He shall marry

me, and I will retire with the clergyman, and

so he will free me at a stroke of all my debts.'

'Madam,' said Jack, before Bess could find

time to speak, ' you are unfortunately too late.

It is impossible that I could gratify you in this

request, because I am married already. This

lady is my wife—my most unfortunate wife.'

' Oh, Madam !

' said the actress, with a

deep curtsey, ' I beg humbly to be forgiven

!

Believe me, I did not know. Well, Captain '

—

she heaved a sigh
—'of all the men I have ever

known thou hast gone nearest to make me

think I have a heart. My poor Jack !
' She

seized his hand and kissed it. ' Oh, Madam '

—

she turned to Bess— ' I thought not of this. I

thought I should find him over a bowl of
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punch, drinking away his care. Alas ! I re-

member you now. You loved him, and . . .

I remember you. . . . Poor child ! Who
shall comfort thee .^

'

So she stole away, weeping, and left tliem

alone.

It was, indeed, true. The first service

which Jack had asked of my father was to

marry him to Bess Westmoreland. It was

done secretly in the cabin, with no other wit-

nesses than myself and the First Lieutenant,

Mr. Colin Macdonald. So Bess got her heart's

desire, and the old w^itch's prophecy proved

true, that in the midst of troubles she should

marry the man she loved. But what a mar-

riage! After this my father, as I have said,

visited him daily, and every morning asked the

prayers of the congregation for one about to

die.

Then, as day folloAved day, and there

wanted but two or three more, Bess became

still more strange in her manner, showing a

restlessness and impatience so that she could

no longer remain quiet for five minutes
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together, but must needs be pacing backwards

and forwards, not crying or lamenting, but

with burning face and eyes afire.

The sentence was to be carried out on the

Monday morning. On Sunday, with a heart

as lieavy as lead, I prepared to say farewell.

I went on board about ten o'clock, at the

time of morning prayers. Bess was already

in the cabin, seated at the window, which was

open, though the morning was cold, her face

pressed against tlie bars. Jack was at the

table, writing a letter for the Admiral.

'It is nearly finished, dear lad,' he said,

looking up with a smile. ' Courage I The

worst was over when tlie trial was done. To

die would be nothino-—but for leaving Bess.

Be kind to her, Luke ; be kind to her.'

I looked to see her burst into tears. But

no—she hstened without a tear or even a sob.

' This night, after I have parted with her, will

be long, I fear. Your father hath comforted

me greatly in the matter of religion, wherefore

I have now a sure and certain hope, if I may

humbly say so, though hitherto I have thought
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little of these matters. It is a blessed thino^

for tliouglitless sailors that we have a Church

to rule our faith, and forms of prayer to save

our souls. He will come to-morrow, for tlie

last prayers, before seven. At eight, the boats

of the ships in port will surround the ship, the

death-signal will be displayed, a gun will be

fired, the crew Avill be drawn up on the deck,

and the prisoner will be brought out.' Bess

listened without chano-innr her countenance.

Was she, then, turned into stone by sorrow,

like Xiobe ?

I cannot write down the words with which

he bade me farewell, nor my own. Suffice it

that we took leave of each other witli, on my
side, all that a bleeding heart could find to say,

and on his, with a messag^e which I made haste

to dehver to the Admiral, his patron and bene-

factor.

Then I left him alone with Bess.

It was arranged that they should part upon

the hour when she must leave the ship and go

ashore. lie was peremptory that she must not

try to see him in the morning, lest the sight
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of her might unman him. To stand upon the

deck with eyes unbaudaged, resolute and firm,

was tlie only duty left for him to perform.

Therefore Bess must part with him on Sunday

night. She acquiesced, still without a single

tear. But when the hour drew near, instead

of hanging round his neck and weeping, she

took both his hands in hers, and said

—

'Jack—dear Jack—my own Jack!—you

made me a promise the other day. The time

hath come to keep it.'

' A promise, dear heart ? Why, what can

I do for thee now^ ?
'

' You would grant any request that I should

make. The time hath now come.'

' 'Tis granted beforehand, dear girl.'

' My request, Jack, is, that you will live, and

not die.'

' Bess ?

'

' That you will live, and not die. Listen !

We have arranged everything for this evening.

Mr. Brinjes hath managed all for us. See !

'

She whispered him very earnestly.

He f^azed at her in a sort of stupefaction.
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' Wo shall not stay in the country. A Dutch

boat waits us off Barking Creek ; the master, a

boy, and yourself, will sail her across to Holland.

If the wind is fair, we shall make a Dutch poit

in a day—oh ! it is all arranged. We shall not

stay in Holland, but take ship to the Dutch

East Indies, and thence to the South Seas,

where we will live—oh ! my Jack—far, far

away from the world ; and I will work for

thee. So we shall forget the past and Dept-

ford, and—and—everything, and there will be

a new life for us—oh! a new life, whether it be

short or long, with no one to remind us of what

hath happened. Oh ! my poor tortiu'ed dear

—it is through me—through me—that all this

disgrace hath come upon thee
;

yes—and it

shall be through me that thy life shall be

saved
!

'

' Bess, I cannot ! They would say that it

was fitting that one who could cowardly strike

the flag should also cowardly run away from

punishment.'

' What matter vvdiat they say ? Shall we

care Vv^hat they say, when we are sailing together

VOL. III. s
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among those islands ? Will it touch our

hearts any more to think of their praise, or

blame ?

'

' BesSj I cannot I—oh ! my tender heart, I

cannot
!

'

' Then, Jack, thou SHALT. Thy promise is

passed—a solemn promise before GOD. Wilt

thou break that promise too, and go before

Heaven, thy last act another broken pledge ?
'

Well, he fought aAvhile, and he yielded at

length ; and then she kissed him and went

away ; but she held her handkerchief to her

eyes, so that those who saw her might not

suspect.

At the head of the gangway, which, for the

convenience of the court-martial, had been

made into an accommodation-ladder, furnished

with rails and side-ropes, stood Aaron Fletcher

on guard.

' Thou art satisfied at last, Aaron ? ' said

Bess.

' Not yet, but I shall be to-morrow,' he

rephed, whispering, because a sentry must not

talk.
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She said no more, but passed down the

steps and into the boat.

In the afternoon, being in great distress of

heart, I went to visit Mr. Brinjes. He was not

sleeping, but was busied over a great number

of small packages arranged in order upon the

table.

' I have seen the last of him,' I said.

' Ay ? Is Bess with him ?
'

' I am troubled about Bess. I think she

hath gone distracted. For she weeps no more,

and once I saw her laugh. She catches her

breath, too, and is impatient.'

' For lier distraction I will answer. I know

a remedy for it, and that remedy she shall have.

As for the catching of her breath, that too

shall be cured ; as for her impatience, I cannot

help it, because it was impossible to complete

the job before to-day.'

I asked him what he meant.

' Hath not Bess told you, then? Why, she

was to have told you this morning before she

broke the thing to Jack. 'Tis a good girl who

can keep a secret. It is not true, mind ye, that

s 2
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110 woman can keep a secret. Wlicre their

lovers are concerned, they can keep fifty thou-

sand basketsful of secrets, and never spill so

much as a sino-le one.'

He began to open the packets, and to count

their contents. They contained guineas, about

fifty in each packet, and there seemed to be no

end of tliem.

' This,' he said, ' comes of twenty years

honest industry. If a man takes in his sliop

six half-crowns a day and spends only one, in

twenty years he shall be master, look you, of

no less than four thousand pounds.'

Heavens ! could he really be the owner of

so great a propert}^ ? When he had counted

the money he dropped it into tlirce or four

leathern bags, which he tied to a belt below his

waistcoat. ' Now,' said he, ' if we capsize, I

shall 12:0 strai'jlit to Davy's Locker. Give me

the skull-stick, my lad—so.' He looked at the

horrid thing with admiration. ' I thought at

first of giving it to Philadelphy, but now I will

not, because she has lied to me about the Great
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Secret, which I find she doth not, after all,

possess. So much I suspected. She shall not

have the Obeah stick. Besides, Heaven knows

whither we are going, or what powers we may

w^ant ; therefore, I shall keep the stick.' He

wrapped a cloth about the skull, and tied it up

so that no one sliould know what it was. Then

he laid it upon the table.

I observed then that everything was ready

OS if for departure. The shelves were empty
;

the fire w^as out ; there were ashes of burnt

paper in the grate ; the fjimous charts were

rolled up and lying on the table, beside the

skull-stick. What did it mean ?

' Why,' he said, ' since Bess hath not told

you, I will not either. But—I think we can

trust thee, Luke—surely w^e can trust thee, if

anyone. Tliou lovest Jack, I know, and Bess

too, in thy miki and milky way. Why, a lad

of spirit would have carried the girl off years

ago. Jack, or no Jack. However—that is

enough. My lad, we want thy help. There

is no other that we can trust. It is life or
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death . . . life or deatli . . . life or death.

Say that to thyself, and forget not to he here at

nine of the clock this evening/

' What is to 1)0 done at nine ?

'

'It is life or death, I say. Life or death !

Now go ; I have much to do. It is life or

death. Two lives or two deaths. Life or

death. Therefore, fail not.'

At nine o'clock I kept my appointment,

wondering what would happen.

Bess was there, wrapped in a cloak and

hood ; in her hand she carried a small parcel.

Mr. Brinjes was waiting, muffled and cloaked,

his hat tied over his ears, and a roll—contain-

ing, I suppose, his charts and liis famous skull-

stick—under his arm.

' Come, lad,' he said, ' tliou shalt know soon

what it is we have to do.'

It Avas a dark and rainy night ; the wind

blew in gusts; the streets were deserted, save

for some drunken fellow who rolled along,

bawling as he went. Mr. Brinjes led the way

towards the river, and we were presently at the
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Stairs, where tlie boats lay fostened to the rings

by their long painters.

' Take the outside boat of all,' said the

Apothecary ;
' her oars are left in her on pur-

pose. So, haul her to the Stairs. Step in, Bess.

She is but a dino-ev, but she will serve. Luke,

you have to row. You may shut your eyes, and

keep them shut, if you like, for I shall steer.'

I began to suspect that something serious

was to be attempted, but I obeyed without

question or remonstrance.

'Twas then high tide, or a little on the ebb,

so that at midnight the ebb would be at its

strongest. I cast off the painter and shoved off.

Then I took my seat and the oars, and rovv'ed

while Mr. Brinjes steered.

The river was rough and dark, save for

the lights displayed by the ships. The

' Calypso ' was moored very nearly off the

mouth of the dock, but in mid-stream. Mr.

Brinjes suffered me to roAV almost across the

river, as if he were making for one of the Stairs

on the other side. Then he put her Iiead up

stream, and steered so tliat tlie boat a])])roached
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the ' Calypso,' whose hghts he knew, not as if

we were boarding her, but as if Ave w^ere

making our way across her bows to the Dog-

and-Duck Stairs of Eedriff. The precaution

w^as not necessary, perhaps, seeing how dark it

was ; but the eyes of sailors are sharper than

those of landsmen ; and the watch must not

allow a boat to approach a ship without a

challenge. We crossed the bows, therefore,

of the ' Calypso,' I still rowing, and the

boat apparently heading to the opposite shore.

But while we were still inider the shadow,

so to speak, of the great ship's bows, my

coxswain whispered, ' Easy rowing—ship oars.'

,

I could not guess what he intended. 'Twas

this.

The 'Calypso' lay pretty high out of water.

The tide was running strong. Mr. Brinjes

turned the boat's head and ran her straight

under the side of the ship. He then, being as

quick and skilful in the handling of a boat as

any man sixty years younger, stepped into the

bows, and with hand and boat-hook w^orked

the boat alono- the side of the vessel to the
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stern, where he hooked on, and whispered that

we must now wait.

' We have more than two liours still to

wait. I think the watch will have no suspicion,

and 'tis better to wait here an hour or two

than to hurry at the end, and so perhaps be

seen and the whole plot spoiled. Here we lie

snuof.'

We might be lying snug, but we lay more

than commonly cold, and the wind and rain

beat into one's face. Bess sat, however, with

her hood thrown back, careless of cold or

rain ; and Mr. Brinjes lay muffled up in

the bows. But in his hand he held the boat-

hook.

The ship's bells and the town clocks and

the Greenwich clocks made such a clashing in

our ears every quarter of an hour, as kept us

aware of the time—never before did I under-

stand how slowly he crawleth. Why, there

seemed to me an hour between each quarter,

and a whole night between each hour.

When the clocks be^an to strike midniofht

Bess looked up and the old man threw off his
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cloak. 'Oars out,' he wliispered. 'Gently.

Don't splash. Here he is
!

'

We were immediately, thouu-h I knew it

not, below the windows of Jack's cabin, which

was the Captain's state-room. Below his win-

dow were those of the First and Second Lieu-

tenants, and Mr. Erinjes had chosen the time of

midnight, because then the watches would be

changing, and these officers would be on deck

or else fast asleep. It was as he expected.

The end of a rope fell into the water close

beside the boat, and then, hand underhand, our

prisoner came swiftly down. In a moment he

was sitting in the stern. Then Mr. Brinjes let

go, and the tide, hurrying down the river as

fast as a mill race, carried us noiselessly and

swiftly away.

No one spoke ; but Mr. Brinjes again took

the ropes, and I began to row. We were very

soon, keeping in mid stream, past Greenwich,

and past Woolwich, I rowing as hard as I could,

and the ebb-tide strong, so that we made very

good way indeed.

Presently we came alona'side a small vessel
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lying moored off Barking Creek, and Mr.

Brinjes steered tlie boat alongside, and caught

a rope.

' Xow, Bess,' lie said, ' quick ; climb up.'

She caught hold of the cleats, and ran up

the rude gangway as nimbly as any sailor. Mr.

Brinjes followed.

Then Jack seized my hand. ' Farewell,

dear lad,' he said, ' I thouo-ht not to see thee

again. Farewell.'

So he followed, and left me alone in the

boat.

' Sheer off, Luke,' said Mr. Brinjes looking

over the side ;
' sheer off, and take her back

to the Stairs. Tell no one what hath been

done. Farewell. We sail for the Southern

Seas.'

Then I saw that they were hoisting sail.

She was a Dutch galliot carrying a main and

rnizen-mast, with a lar^e ix^aff mainsail. This»

with a Hying topsail, and the usual fore-and-aft

canvas, would with this wind and tide take her

down to the North Foreland very quickly, after

which, if the wind still continued iair, she might



268 THE WORLD WEXT

expect to make the port of Eotterdam in sixteen,

or perhaps twenty hours more.

When I had painfully pulled the boat up

stream and gotten her back in her place at the

Stairs, and was at last in bed, I began to

understand fully what had been done—namely,

that a great crime had been committed in the

rescue of a prisoner sentenced to death, and

that, with my two accomplices, I was liable to

be tried and 1 fell asleep before I could

remember what the punishment would be.
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CHAPTER XLY.

THE COXCLUSIOX.

^IIE next morning my father was astir

by six ; and I, hearing him, and

remembering suddenly what had

happened, could sleep no more, but

rose quickly, and dressed. He was already in

wig and cassock ; his clerk in readiness with

prayer-book, bible, and the materials wherewith

to administer the Supper of the Lord.

' M}^ son,' he said, ' the ministration to a

dying man is the most aw^ful part of a clergy-

man's holy duties ; and yet it is that which

should most fill him w^ith gratitude and joy.

Terrible it is at all times to watch the soul take

its flight into the unknown regions : most

terrible of all when death comes violently upon

one still young and strong and in the prime of

his day.'
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More lie would have said ; but here we were

interrupted by the arrival of the Admiral

himself, borne in an arm-chair by his four

negroes, his fe€t swathed in flannel, and himself

wrapped in warm cloaks, for 'twas dangerous

for him to leave the warmth of his own room.

' Doctor,' he said, wdien the men had set

him down, ' you are now about to comfort

our boy in his last moments/ Here he paused

awhile, the tears running down his cheeks

'His last moments, poor lad,' he repeated. ' I

could not lie still and think that he should die

without a word from me. Therefore, though I

would not turn his thouHits away from reliction,

I cannot let him die with never a word from his

father's oldest friend. 'Twere inhuman. Tell

him, therefore, from me, that I now plainly

perceive that he was mad. Other men besides

himself have gone mad at sea. I know one

who went mad and jumped overboard, in a

storm ; and another who went mad and ran

amuck on the quarter-deck with a cutlass,

wounding many before he was disarmed ; and

another but no matter. He Avas mad.
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Tell him that for tlie act of God, there is nothini^

but resiguatiou. Tlie thing might have hap-

pened to any. AVe are fools to feel any shame

ill it. As for all that went before and that

came after his madness, tell him we are proud

of him tlierefore, and Ave shall remain proud of

him. But for his own sake,we are grieved that

he was not killed in the recapture of the vessel.

Bid him, therefore, meet his death with a calm

heart—a brave heart, I know, will not fail him.

Take him my last blessing, and my undiminished

love. There is no question, tell him, of forgive-

ness. The act of God must not be questioned.

But the pity of it—oh! Doctor—the pity of it
!

'

and with that he fell to weeping like a child.

And then the two old men wept together,

but I, who knew wdiat had happened and tliat

there would be no execution tliat day, had no

tears.

They carried back the Admiral and put him

to bed again, and I accompanied my father as

far as the Stairs. As I returned slowly, my
heart full of strange emotions, the bell of St.

Paul's began to toll tlie passing knell. No need
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to ask for wlioiii tliat bell was tolling. At the

sound the women came to the doors and be^a-n

to cry, and to talk together, full of pity, the

kind-hearted creatures, shrews as they were,

nnd slatterns, and drabs. The old men at the

Trinity Hospital were gathered together in their

quadrangle, talking of the boy they had known

and loved. The Barber and his four prentices

were busy shaving, the shop full, everybody

talking at the same time ; and in his doorv/ay

stood Mr. Westmoreland, looking up and down

the street with troubled f\xce.

' Where is she ? ' he asked. ' Mr. Luke,

where is my Bess ?
'

'Indeed, Mr. Westmoreland,' I replied,

' where sliould she be if not in her own bed ^
'

' She hath not been home all night. I have

heard talk of her and Captain Easterbrook.

But that poor young man is to be shot this

morning. Where can she be ? They tell me

that she spends the days in his cabin. Sir, you

know them both : I' faith he hath played her

false. Who would have daughters ? Yet if

she is all day long with him, needs must that
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sliG come asliore in tlie oveninrr, Mr. Luke.

Wlio, sir, I ask you, would liave daughters to

plague liis old age ? I thought she might have

stayed at the Apothecary's, and I have knocked,

but can make no one hear. Think you that

Mr. Brinjes is dead P He is already of a great

old age. This is a terrible morning. That

poor young gentleman must die ; he must be

cut off in the pride of his life and strength, the

comeliest man I have ever seen, and he hath

stolen my daughter's heart away. Why, what

shall I do with her when he is dead ? How
sliall I endure her despair and her grief? how^

find consolation to assuage her Avrath when he

is gone ?
'

I knew very well how that question would

be answered. But I could not tell him what

had happened.

•• It is his passing bell,' the Penman con-

tinued. ' Lord, have mercy upon his soul ! He

is young, and hath doubtless committed some

of the sins of youth ; the Lord forgive him !

He hath often used profane language, and that

in my heaiinir. The Lord forgive him! As

VOL. III. T
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for his striking bis colours, that will not, I am

sure, bo laid to his charge. Besides, he hath

atoned for this sin by his death. The Lord

foroive him for an honest and brave lad

!

'Twas once a joy to see him handle his loga-

rithms. Will they bury him in St. Paul's

churchyard? Poor lad! Poor lad! What

shall I say to Bess to comfort her when she

comes home ?
'

Thus he w^ent on prattling ; but I left

him.

At the door of Mr. Brinjes' shop stood his

assistant, knocking.

' Sir,' he said, ' I am afraid that something

hath happened to my master, for I have knocked

and cannot make him hear.'

I advised him to wait half an hour or so,

and then to knock again.

It w\as impossible to rest. I went again to

the Stairs, where the w^atermen should be hang-

ing about. There was not one man there, nor

a single boat. Pound the ' Calypso ' there was

a great fleet of ships' boats, and Thames boats,

all waiting for the execution. People had
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come down from London—even, tliey said, as

far as from Chelsea—to see the sight. Why,

they could see nothing from the river. True,

they might have the satisfaction of hearing the

roll of the muskets. There never was so great

a concourse on the river, even on the day of

Horn Fair.

At eight o'clock—the time of execution

—

everybody listened to hear the rattling of the

guns. But there was silence. Presently, I

know not how it began, there sprang up a

rumour—only a rumour at first—that the sen-

tence w^ould not be carried out that morning
;

then it became certain that there would be no

execution at all ; and it was spread abroad

that at the last moment, the Captain had been

respited. About eleven o'clock the boats dis-

persed and returned again, the people disap-

pointed. It was not until later that it was

known—because at first no one, not even my
father and his clerk, were allowed to leave the

ship— that Captain Easterbrook could not be

shot because he could not be found.

I fouud the Apothecary's shop open—thty



276 THE WORLD WENT

had broken in at the back—and the assistant

v^as mixing medicines and prescribing.

' Sir,' he said, ' my master is gone. He

hath not slept in his bed. He hath taken his

money and his charts, but nothing else.'

' His money and his charts ? How do you

know that he has taken his money ?
'

' I know where he kept it and I looked

to see if it was gone. Because, I said, if my

master's money is still there, he will return.

But it is gone ; therefore I know that he has

gone.'

' Whither hath he gone, sirrah ?'

' I know not, sir ; any more '—here he

looked mighty cunning— ' than I know whither

Captain Easterbrook hath gone, or Bess West-

moreland, or what you were doing with my

master and Bess on the Stairs last night at nine

o'clock.'

Now, I have never learned if this man

knew more than the fact that we were upon

the Stairs at that time. Certainly, he could not

know the whole truth.

'I think,' I said, 'that if I were you, I
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would continue to carry on the business with-

out asking any questions, until your master

returns.'

'I will, sir,' he replied; and he did. His

master did not return, and this fortunate young

man succeeded to a good stock and a flourish-

ing trade, and would doubtless have become

rich but for the accident of being killed by

a drunken sailor.

When it became known that Mr. Brinjes,

Bess, and the Captain had all disappeared on the

same evening, it was impossible not to connect

these three events ; and all the world believed

(what was perfectly true) that the girl had ruu

away with the Captain, and that Mr. Brinjes

had gone, too, out of pure affection for them.

The Admiral presently recovered from his

attack, but he went no more to the Sir John

Falstaff, and entirely lost his former spirits
;

and, as I have already said, within a year or

two was carried off by an attack of gout in tl:e

stomach. Shortly afterwards I was so happy as

to win the affections of Castilla. She informed
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me that, although she was earned away by

natural pride in so gallant a wooer as Jack,

she had never felt for him such an assurance in

his constancy as is necessary to secure happi-

ness, and that when she heard of liis infatuated

passion for so common a creature as Bess West-

moreland, she was thankful for her release,

though she deplored the sad cause of it. ' We
no longer,' she often says, ' burn women for

witchcraft, but such a girl as Bess, who can

so bewitch a gallant man as to make him invoke

the curse of Heaven upon himself if he prove

inconstant, and thereby bring him to shame and

disgrace, ought to be punished in some condign

and exemplary manner.' It is not my practice

to argue with my Avife, especially on points

where we are not likely to agree ; and as Bess

will probably never return, and cannot, there-

fore, be puuished, Castilla may say anything

she please about her. For my own part, my

heart has always been with that poor girl, who

did not seek for or expect the honour of Jack's

affections, and whose witchery was in her beauty

and her black eyes.
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On the conclusion of peace in 1702, Auron

Fletcher, with many other Marines, was dis-

banded, but he was afraid to venture back into

Deptford, where his creditors would have ar-

rested him. I know not for a certainty what

he did to bring tlie arm of the law upon him
;

but I know wliat became of him. For one day,

beins: at Limehouse, I saw o^oinri^ along^ the road

on the way to the Stairs, where were waiting

several ships' boats, a dismal company of con-

victs, for embarkation to the plantations of

Jamaica, or Barbadoes, or some other West

Indian Island. There were at least a hundred

of them, walking two and two, handcuffed in .

pairs. Some of these were in rags, some

shaking with prison fever, some dejected,

some angry and mutinous, some were singing

—there are wretches so hardened that they

will sing ribakl songs on their way even to the

gallows. One tliere was of appearance and

bearing superior to the rest, by whose side

there walked a young woman, his wife or

mistress, bearing a baby, and crying bitterly

;

another, beside whom walked a gra\'e and
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sober citizen, the brother or cousin of the

convict, tlie tears in his eyes. But mostly

there were no friends or relations to mourn

over this outcast crew. And at the head

marched a band of fifes and drums, playing

' Through the woods, laddie '
; and a crowd

of boys followed, whooping and hallooing.

When the procession was nearly past, I was

surprised to see among the men, handcuffed

together, no other than Aaron Fletcher and Mr.

Jonathan Eayment, the crimp. The latter was

pale, and his fat cheeks shook, and all his limbs

trembled witli fever. 'Twould have been mer-

ciful to let liim lie till death should carry him

off. But Aaron walked upright, looking about

him with eyes full of mutiny and murder. I

know not if he saw me ; but the procession

filed past, and the band went on playing at the

head of the Stairs while the wretches embarked

on board the boats. As for the ciimes wdaich

Aaron and his companion had committed, I do

not know Avhat they were, but I suspect kid-

napping formed part. I have never learnt

what became of Mr. Eayment ; but concerning
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Aaron there afterwards came iutelligence that

he could not brook tlie overseer's hish and tlie

hot sun, and fied, with intent to join the wild

Maroons, but was followed by bloodhounds,

and pursued, and, being brought back to

his master, was naturally Hogged. He then

sickened of a calenture and died. He was

a bad man ; but he was punished for his

sins. Indeed, it is most true that the ^vay of

transgressors is hard.

Lastly, to complete tliis narrative, I nuist

tell you of a message which came to me live

or six years after the court-martial. It was

brought even from the Southern Seas. Heard

one ever of a message or letter from that remote

and imknown part .^

There was a certain wild fellow, Deptford

born. Will Acorn by name. This young

man, for sins of his which need not delay

us, left his native town, where he had been

brought up as a shipwright, and ^vent to sea.

Nor did he come back again for several years,

when he reappeared, the old business being now

blown over and forgotten. And presently he
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came to my house, I then living in St. Martin

Street for convenience of business, and told me

a strange story.

With some other privateers of Jamaica,

where these fellows are mostly found, he must

needs try his fortune in the South Seas. Ac-

cordingly, they got possession of a brig, or bar-

colongo, as they call this kind of ship in the

West Indies, and they armed her Avitli certain

carronades and peteraroes, and to the number

of eighty or ninety stout men, all fully armed,

put out to sea. In short, they proposed to go

a-pirating among the Spanish settlements, as

many have done before them.

It matters not here what was the success of

their voyage—Will Acorn, at least, returned

home in a very ragged-and penniless condition.

This, however, was the man's story.

' We sighted one morning at daybreak,

being then not far from Masa Fuera, a large

brigantine flying Spanish colours. She was

much too big for us to tackle, therefore we

hoisted the Spanish flag, too, and bore away,

hoping that she would let us alone, and go on
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her own course. But that woukl not suit her,

neither, and slie fired a shot across our bows,

as a signal to back saiL This we did, expect-

ing nothiuf]^ short of hang-ino;, for she carried

thirty guns at leasts and we could see tliat she

w^as well manned, and looked as if she was

handled by a French Captain, under whom

even a Creolian Spanish crew^ will fight. Well,

she spoke us wdien she was near enough, and

ordered, in Spanish, that the Captain was to

come aboard. xSow, as I was the only man

who liad any Spanish, our Captain bade me

come with him. So I went ; aud we thought

w*e were going to instant death, the Spaniards

beius; born devils when they iret an English

crew in their power.

' Sir,' this honest fellow continued, ' think

of our astonishment when, on climbing the

vessel's side, they ran up the pirate's flag ; to

be sure, we were little else than pirates our-

selves ; but we knew not what countrymen

these were. As for the crew, they were nearly

all black negroes, and a devilish fighting lot they

looked, being armed with pistols and cutlasses,
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while the decks were cleared for action, and

every man to quarters, and tlie whole as neat

and clean as aboard a Britisli nian-o'-war. And

on the quarter-deck there stood, glass in hand,

none other than Captain Easterbrook himself,

the same as was tried by court-martial, sen-

tenced, and escaped. He was dressed very fme,

in crimson silk, with a gold chain, and pistols

in his belt. I knew him directly ; but his face

is changed, for now it is the face of one who

gives no quarter. A fiercer face I never saw

anywliere.

' But the strang;est tliino: was that I saw

lying in the sun, propped up by pillows and

cushions, the old Deptford Apothecary, Mr.

Brinjes. He looked no older, and no younger; .

his one eye twinkling and winking, and his face

covered with wrinkles.

' '' Will Acorn, ahoy I
" he sings out.

'' Will Acorn, by the Lord !

"

' When he said this there came out from the

Captain's cabin a most splendid lady, dressed

in all the satins and silks you can think of, with

gold chains round lier neck, and jewels spark-



VERY WELL THEN 285

ling in her hair. Behind her came two black

women, holding a silken sunshade over her

head. Why, Sir, 'twas none other tlian Bess

Westmoreland, the Penman's dauo^hter, and

more beautiful than ever, though her cheek

was pale, and her eyes were somewhat anxious.

' " Will Acorn ? " she cried. " Is that Will

Acorn, of Deptford Town ?
"

' So with that the Captain called us from

the poop. " Hark ye," he said, "you seem to

be Englishmen. What ship is yoiu's ?
"

' So we told him wljo we were, and why we

were cruisino; in those seas. He listened
—

'tis

a terrible fighting face—and heard us out, and

then bade us drink and go our way.

'

" I war not with Englishmen," he said ;

'• Ijut for French and Spaniard I know no

quarter."

' He said no more, but his lady—Bess

Westmoreland that was—stepped out to us, and

asked me many questions about Deptford folk.

And then she put into my hands this parcel,

which I faithfully premised to deliver into your

hands, Sir, should I ever return home again.
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And I was to tell you that tliey had found Mr.

Brinjes' island, and she was as happy as she

could expect to be. And then Mr. Brinjes

lifted his head, and said, in a piping voice,

" And tell him," he said, with his one eye like-

a

burning coal, " tell Luke Anguish, man, that we

committed the town of Guayaquil to the flames.

'Twould have done his heart good to see the

town on fire, and the Spaniards roasting like so

many heretics at the stake !
" '

This was the message. The parcel contained

a gold chain and cross, set with precious stones,

which I gave to Castilla, hoping thereby to

make her think less hardly of poor Bess. But

in vain ; though she wears the chain, which,

she says—though this is not the case—was sent

to her by Captain Easterbrook, in token of his

repentance, and of his unhappiness with the

woman who bewitched him, and of his continual

sorrow for the loss of her own hand.

It is now more than thirty years ago, and

since then we have heard nothing more. I

conjecture that cither they have long since
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been swallowed up in a liurricane, Bess dying,

as she wished, at the same moment as Jack, or

that they are still living somewhere in those

warm and sunny islands of which the Apothe-

cary was never wearied of discoursing.

THE END
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"The Life of Napoleon III.," &:c.

With 84 Illustrations. New and
Cheaper Edition, enlarged, with Ad-
ditional Plates, and a very carefully
compiled Bibliography. Crown Svo,

cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Robinson Crusoe. A beautiful re-

production of Major's Edition, with
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates
by George Cruihshank, choicely
printed. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

7s. 6a.

Cumming(C. F. Gordon),Works
by:

De.my Svo, cloth extra, 83. 6(i. each.
In the Hebrides. With Autotype Fac-

simile and numerous full-page Illus-

trations.

hi the Himalayas and on the Indian
Plains. With numerous Illustra-

tions.

Via Cornwall to Egypt. With a
Photogravure Frontispiece, Demy
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Cussans.—Handbook of Her-
aldry; with instructions for Tracing
Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient
MSS., &c. By John E. Cussans.
Entirely New and Revised Edition,
illustrated with over 400 Woodcuts
and Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra. 7s. 6d.

Cyples.—Hearts of Gold : A
Novel. By William Cyples. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post Svo,

illustrated boards, 2s.

Daniel.— Menrie England in

the Olden Time. By George Daniel.
With Illustrations by Robt. Cruik-
SKAN K. Crown gvo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d.

Daudet.—The Evangelist ; or,

Port Salvation. By Alphonse
Daudet. Translated by C. Harry
RIeltzer. With Portrait of the
Author. Crown Svo, cloth extra,

3s. 6d.
;
post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.

Davenant.— What shall my
Son be ? Hints for Parents on the
Choice of a Profession or Trade for

their Sons. By Francis Davenant,
M .A. Post Svo , cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Davies (Or. N. E.), Works by:
Crown Svo, Is. each ; cloth limp,

Is. 6d. each.
One Thousand Medical iVIaxims.
Nursery Hints: A JMother's Guide.

Aids to Long Life. Crown Svo, 23.

;

cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Davies' (Sin John) Complete
Poetical Works, including Psalms I.

to L. in Verse, and other hitherto Un-
published MSS., for the first time
Collected and Edited, with Memorial-
Introduction and Notes, by the Rev.
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Two Vols.,
crown Svo, cloth boards, 12s.

De iVlaistre.—A Journey Round
My Room. By Xavier de Maistre.
Translated by Henry Attwell. Post
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

De Mille.—A Castle In Spain:
A Novel. By James De Mille. With
».>. Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post Svo, illust. bds., 23.

Derwent (Leith), Novels by:
Crov/n Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Our Lady of Tears.

Circe's Lovers.

Dickens (Charles), Novels by:
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. ^ach.

Sketches by Boz. I NicholasNickleby.

Pickwick Papers. I Oliver Twist.

The Speeches of Charles Dickens
1S41-1870. With a New Bibliography,
revised and enlarged. Edited and
Prefaced by Richard Herne Shep-
herd. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

—

Also a Smaller Edition, in the
Mayfair Library. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 23. 66..

About England with Dickens. By
Alfred Rimmer. With 57 Illustra-

tions by C. A. Vanderhoof, Alfred
Rimmer, and others. Sq. Svo, cloth
extra, lOs. 6(i.

Dictionaries:

A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative,
Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the
Rev. E. C. Brewer, LL.D. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6cl.; hf.-bound, 9s.

The Reader's Ha.ndbook of Allu-
sions, References, Plots, a.nd

Stories. By the Rev. E. C. Brev.er,
LL.D. Fifth Edition, revised
throughout, with a New Appendix,
containing a Complete English Bib-
liography. Crown Svo, 1,400 pages,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Authors and their Works, with the
Dates. Being the Appendices to
" The Reader's Handbook," sepa-
rately printed. By the Rev. Dr.
Brewer. Crown Svo, cloth limp, 2s,
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DiCTiONAraES, continued-—

Familiar' Allusions; A Handbook
of Miscellaneous Information ; in-

cluding the Names oi Celebrated
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships,
Streets, Clubs, Natural Curios-itics,

and the like. By Wm. A: Wheeler
and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6(1.

Short Sayings of Great Men. With
Historical and Explanatory Notes.
By Samuel A. Bent, M.A. Demy
tJvo, cloth extra, 7s. 6cl.

A Dictionary of the Drama: Being
a comprehensive Guide to the Plays,
Playwrights, Players, and Playhouses
of the United Kingdom and America,
from the Earliest to the Present
Times. By W. Davenport Adams.
A thick volume, crown 8vo, half-

bound, 12s. 6d. [In preparation.

The Slang Dictionary: Etymological,
Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d.

Women of the Day: A Biographical
Dictionary. By Frances Hays. Cr.
Svo, cloth extra, 5s.

Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dic-
tionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-
of-the-Way Matters, By Eliezer
Edwards. Nev/ and Cheaper Issue.
Cr. Svo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d. ; hf.-bd., 9s.

Diderot.—Ti.v Para.dox of Act-
ing. Translated, with Annotations,
from Diderot's " Le Paradoxe sur le

Comedien," by Walter Herries
Pollock. With a Preface by Henry
Irving. Cr. Svo, in parchment, 43. 6(1.

Dobson (VV. T.), Works by :

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,

and Frolics.

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentri-
cities.

Doran. — Memories of our
Great Tov/ns ; with Anecdotic Glean-
ings conce?ning their Worthies and
their Oddities. By Dr. John Doran,
F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations. New
and Cheaper Ed., cr. Svo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d.

Drama, A Dictionary of the.
Being a comprehensive Guide to the
Plays, Playwrights, Players, and Play-
houses of the United Kingdom and
America, from the Earliest to the Pre-
sent Times. By W. Davenport
Adams. (Uniform with Brewer's
"Reader's Handbook.") Crown Evo,
half-bound, 12s. 6d. [In prepayaticn.

Dramatists, The Old. Cr. Svo,
cl. ex.. Vignette Portraits, 63. per Vol.

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes
Critical and Explanatory, and a Bio-
graphical Memoir by Wm. Gifford.
Edit, by Col. Cunningham. 3 Vols.

Chapman's Works. Complete in
Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the
Plays complete, including doubtful
ones; Vol. II., Poems and Minor
Translations,with IntroductoryEssay
byA. C.Svv'inburne; Vol. III., Trans-
lations of the Iliad and Odyssey.

Marlowe's Works. Including his
Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introduction, by Coi. Cunning-
ham. One Vol.

Massinger's Piays. From the Text of
William Gifford. Edited by Col,
Cunningham. One Vol.

Dyer. — Th.e Folk - Lore of
Plants. Fy Rev. T. F. Thiselton
Dyer, M.A. Crown Svo, cloth extra,
7s. 6d. [In preparation.

Early English Poets. Edited,
with Introductions and Annotations,
by Rev. A. B.Grosart, D.D. Crown
Evo, cloth boards, 63. per Volume.

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Complete
Poems. One Vol.

Davies' (Sir John) Complete
Poetical Works. Two Vols.

Herrick's (Robert) Complete Col-
lected Poems. Three Vols.

Sidney's (Sir Philip) Complete
Poetical Works. Three Vols.

Herbert (Lord) ofCherbury's Poems.
Edited, with Introduction, by J.
Churton Collins. Crown Svo,
parchment, Ss.

Edwardes(Mrs. A.), Novels by:
A Pci.-.t of Honour. Post Svo, illus-

tr.aeJ boards, 23.

Arcliie Love!!. Crown Svo, cloth extra,
3s. 6d.

;
post Svo, illust. has., 23.

Eggleston.— Roxy: ANovel. By
Edward Eggleston. Post Svo, illust.
boards, 2s.

Emanuel.—On Dia.monds and
Precious stones: tlieir History,Value,
and Properties ; with Simple Tests for
ascertaining their Reality. By Harry
Emanuel, F.R.G.S. With numerous
Illustrations, tinted and plain. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s.

Englishman's House, The : A
Practical Guide to all interested in
Selecting or Building a House, v/ith
full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &c.
By C. J. Richardson. Third Edition,
Nearly 600 Illu^its. Cr. Svo.cl. ex ,7g Cd.
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English Merchants: Memoirs
in Illustration of the Progress of British
Commerce. By H. R. Fox Boukne.
With liiusts. New and Cheaper Edit,
revised. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6(1.

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.),
Works by:

The Life and Times of Prince
Charles Stuart, Count of Albany,
commonly called the You-ng Pre-
tender. From the State Papers and
other Sources. New and Cheaper
Edition, with a Portrait, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 61.

Stories from t'ns State Papers.
With an Autotype Facsimile, Crown
8vo, cloth extra* Gs.

Studies Re-studied: Historical
Sketches from Original Sources.
Demy Svo cloth extra, 12s.

Eyes, The.—How to Use our
Eyes, and Kcw to Preserve Thc-m. Ey
John Browning, F.R.A.S. , &c. Fourth
Edition. With 55 Illustrations. Crown
Svo, cloth, Is.

Fairhoit.—Tobacco: Its His-
tory and Associations ; with an Ac-
count of the Plant and its Manu-
facture, and its Modes of Use in all

Ages and Countries. By F. W. Fair-
holt, F.S..\. With upwards of 100
Illustrations by the Author. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Famillap Allusions: A Hand-
book of Miscellaneous Information

;

including the Names of Celebrated
Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country
Seats, Ruins, Churches, Ships, Streets,
Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the

[ like. By William A. Wheeler,
Author of " Noted Names of Fiction ;

"

and Charles G. Wheeler. Demy
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6(1.

Faraday (Michael), Works by :

Post Svo, cloth extra, 4g. 6(i. each.

The Chemica! History of a Candle

:

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution.

Edited by William Crookes, F'.C.S.

With numerous Illustrations.

On the Various Forces of Nature,
and their Relations to each other :

Lectures delivered before a Juvenile
Audience at the Royal Institution.

Edited by William Crookes, F.C.S.
With numerous Illustrations.

Farrer. — Military Manners
and Customs. By J. A, Farrer,
Author of "Primitive Manners and
Customs," &c. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Fin- Sec. — The Cupboard
Papers: Observations on the Art of
Living and Dining. By Fin-Bec. Post
Svo, cloth limp, 2s. Gd.

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by :

The Recreations of a Literary Man;
or, Does Writing Pay ? With Re-
collections of some Literary Men,
and a View of a Literary Man's
Working Life. Cr.Svo, cloth extra, Gs.

The World Behind the Scenes.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d.

Little Essays: Passages from the
Letters of Charles Lamb. Post
Svo, cloth limp, 23. 65.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
Bella Donna. | Never Forgotten
The Second Mrs. TiMotson.
Polly.
Seventy-flve Brooke Street.
The Lady of Srantorne.

Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Corru
plete Poems: Christ's Victoria in
Heaven, Christ's Victorie on Earth,
Christ's Triumph over Death, and
Minor Poems. With Memorial-Intro-
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B.
Grosart, D.D. Cr. Svo, cloth bds., 63.

Fonblanque.—Filthy Lucre: A
Novel. By Albany de Fonblanque.
Post Svo, iilustrated boards, 2s. _

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each

;

post Svo, illust. boards, 2s. each.
One by One. I A Real Queen.
Queen Cophetua.

|

Olympia. Post Svo, illust. boards, 23.

Esther's Glove. Fcap. Svo, Is.

French Literature, History of.

By Henry Van Laun. Complete in

3 Vols., demy Svo, cl. bds., 7s. 6d. each_

Frere.—Pandurang Hari ; or,

Memoirs of a Hindoo. With a Preface
by Sir H. Bartle Frere, G.C.S.I., &c.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post

Svo, illustrated boards, 23.

Friswel I.—One of Two: A NoveL
By Hain Friswell. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Frost (Thomas), Works by :

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
The Lives of the Conjurers.
The Old Showmen and the Old
London Fairs.

Fry's (Herbert) Royal Guide
to the London Charities, 1886-7.
Showing their Name, Date of Founda-
tion,Objects, Income,Officials,&c. Pub-
lished Annually. Cr. Svo, cloth, Is. 6d.
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Gardening Books:
Post Svo, is. each ; cl. limp, Is. 6d. each.

A Ycai^'s Work in Garden and Green-
house : Practical Advice to Amateur
Gardeners as to the Management of

the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden.
By George Glenny.

Ol!P Kitchen Garden : The Plants we
Grow, and How we Cook Them.
By Tom Jerrold.

Household Horticulture: A Gossip
about Flowers. By Tom and Jane
J'erroi.d. Illustrated.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.
By Tom Jerrold.

My GarderTWiid, and What I Grew
there. By F. G Heath. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 53.

;
gilt edges, Gs.

Garrett.—The Cape! Girls: A
Novel. By Edward Garrett. Cr. Svo,

cl. ex., So 6d. ; post 8vo, iliu st. bds,, 23.

Gentleman's Magazine (The)
for 1886. One Shilling Monthly. In
addition to the x^rticles upon subjects
in Literature, Science, and Art, for

which this Magazine lias so high a
reputation, "Science Notes," by W.
Mattieu Williams, F.R.A.S., and
"Table Talk," by Sylvanus Urban,
appear monthly.
\* Noiv ready, the Volume for January

to June, i886, cloth extra, price 8s. 6d.

;

Cases for binding, 2s. each.

Gentleman's Annual (The) for
Christmas, 1886. Containing a Com-
plete Novel, "Wife or No V/ife.^" by
T. W. Speight, Author of "The
Mysteries of Heron Dyke." Demy
Sv o, Is.

I
Preparing.

German Popular Stories. Col
lected by the Brothers Grimm, and
Translated by Edgar Taylor. Edited,
with an Introduction, by John Ruskin,
V/ith 22 Illustrations on Steel by
George Cruikshank. Square Svo,
cloth extra, 6s. 6d. ;

gilt edges, 73. 6d.

Gibbon (Charles), Novels byT^
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s 6d. each
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Robin Gray,
For Lack of Gold.
What will the

V/orld Say?

Braes of Yarrow.
The Flower of the

Forest. [lem.
A Heart's Prob-

In Honour Bound.
I TheGoidenShaft.

Queen of the I Of High Degree.
Meadow. I

Fancy Free.

Post Svo, illustrated board's, 2s. each.
For the King.

I
In Pastures Green

in Love and War.
By Mead and Stream.
Heart's Deligirt. [Prepanng.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Loving a Dream.

| A Hard Knot.

Gilbert (William), Novels by:
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

Dr. Austin's Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountain.
James Duke, Ccstermonger.

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays
by: In Two Series, each complete in

itself, price 2s. 6d. each.
The First Series contains —The

Wicked World—Pygmalion and Ga-
latea— Charity — The Princess — The
Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.
The Second Series contains—Bro-

ken Hearts—Engasred— Svs'eethearts

—

Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb

—

H.M.S. Pinafore—The Sorcerer—The
Pirates of Penzance.

Eight Original Comic Operas. Writ-
ten by \V. S. Gilbert. Containing:
The Sorcerer—H.M.S. "Pinafore"
•—The firates of Penzance—lolanthe
— Patience — Princess Ida — The
Mikado—Trial by Jury. Demy Svo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Glenny.—A Year's Work In
Garden and Greenhouse: Practical
Advice to Amateur Gardeners as to
the Management of the Flower, Fruit,
and Frame Garden. By George
Glenny. Post Svo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Godwin.—Lives of the Necro-
mancers. By William Godv/in.
Post Svo, cloth limp, 23.

Golden Library, The:
Square i6mo(Tauchnitz size), cloth

limp, 2s. per volume.

Bayard Taylor's Diversions of the
Echo Ciub.

Bennett's (Dr. W. C.) Ballad History
of England.

Bennett's (Dr.) Songs for Sailors.
Byron's Don Juan.
Godwin's (William) Lives of the
Necromancers.

Holmes's Autocrat of the Break-
fast Table. Introduction by Sala.

Holmes's Professor at the Break-
fast Table.

Hood's V^'hims and Oddities. Com-
plete. All the original Illustrations.

Irving's (Washington) Tales of a
Traveller.

Jesse's (Edward) Scenes and Oc-
cupations of a Country Life.

Lamb's Essays of Elia. Both Series
Complete in One Vol.

Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a
Chimney Corner, and other Pieces.
With Portrait, and Introduction by
Edmund Ollier.
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Golden Library, confimicd.

Mallopy's (Sip Thomas) Mopt
d'Arthup: The Stories of King
Arthur and of the Knights of the
Round Table. Edited by B. MoNT-
GOMERiE Ranking.

Pascal's Provincial Letteps. A New
Translation, with Historical Intro-
duction and Notes,byT.M'CRiE,D.D.

Pope's Poetical Works. Complete.
Rochefoucauld's Maxims a.nd Moral

Reflections. With Notes, and In-
troductory Essay by Sainte-Beuve.

St. Pierre's Paul and Virginia, and
The Indian Cottage. Edited, with
Life, by the Rev. E. Clarke.

Shelley's Early Poems, and Queen
Mab. With Essay by Leigh Hunt.

Sheliey's Latep Poems: Laon and
Cythna, &c.

Shelley's Posthumous Poems, the
Sheliey Papers, &c,

Shelley's Prose Works, including A
Refutation ol Deism, Zastrozzi, St.
Irvyne, &c. ^^^

Golden Treasury of Thought,
The: An Encyclopedia of Quota-
tions from Writers of all Times and
Countries. Selected and Edited by
Theodore Taylor. Crown Svo, cloth
gilt and gilt edges, 7s. 6d.

Graham. — The Professor's
Wife : A Story. By Leonard Graham.
Fcap. 8vo," picture cover, Is.

Greeks and Romans, The Life
of the, Described from Antique Monu-
ments. By Ernst Guhl and W.
Koner. Translated from the Third
German Edition, and Edited by Dr.
F. Hueffer. 545 Illusts. New and
Cheaper Edit., demy Svo, cl. ex., 7s. 6d.

Greenawa.y (Kate) and Bret
Harte.—The Queen of the Pirate
Isle. By Bret Harte. With 25
original Drawings by Kate Grken-
Av,'AY, Reproduced in Colou''S by E.
Evans. Sm. 4to, bds., 5s. {^Shortly.

Greenwood (James),Works by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, Ss. 63. each.

The Wilds of London.
Low-Life Deeps: An Account of the

Strange Fish to be Found There.

Dick Temple: A N )vel. Post Svo,

i 1 1 us t ra

t

t-.d boards, 2s.

Guyot.—The Earth and Man;
or. Physical Geography in its relation

to the History of Mankind. By
Arnold Guyot. With Additions by
Professors Agassiz, Pierce, and Gray;
12 Maps and Engravings on Steel,

some Coloured, and copious Index.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 43, 6d.

Hair (The): Its Treatment in

Health, Weakness, and Disease.

Translated from the German of Dr. J.

PiNCUS. Crown Svo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d .

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon),
Poems by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63. each.

New Symbols.
Legends of the Moprow.
The Serpent Play.

Maiden Ecstasy.
extra, 83.

Small 4to, cloth

Hall.—Sketches of h-'ish Cha-
racter. By Airs. S. C. Hall. With
numerous Illustrations on Steel and
Wood by Maclise, Gilbert, Harvey,
and G. Cruikskank. Medium Sro,
clcth extra, gilt, 73. 6d

.

Halliday.—Everyday Papers.
By Andrew Halliday. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 23_^

Handwriting, The Philosophy
of. With over 100 Facsimiles and Ex-

. planatory Text. By Don Felix de
SALAM

A

nca. Post Svo , cl. limp, 2s. 6d

.

HankyPanky: A Collection of
Very EasyTricks,Very Difficult Tricks,

White Magic, Sleight of Hand, &c.
Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 200
Illusts. Crown Svo, cloth extra,43. 6d.

Hardy (Lady Duffus). — Paul
Wynter's Sacrifice: A Story. By
Lady Duffus Hardy. Post Svo, illust.

boards, 2s.

Hardy (Thomas).—Under the
Greenwood Tree. By Thomas Hardy,
Author of " Far from the Madding
Crowd." With numerous Illustrations.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.
;
post

Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Harwood.—The Tenth Ear!.
By J. Berwick Harwood. Post Svo,

illustrated boards, 23^

Hawels (Mrs. H. R.), Works by -.

The Art of Dress. With numerous
Illustrations. Small Svo, illustrated

cover, Is.; cloth limp, Is. 6'd.

The Art of Beauty. New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extraf
Colr.ured Frontispiece and Illusts. 6s.

The Art of Decoration. Square Svo,

handsomely bound and profusely
Illustrated, lOs. 6d.

Chaucer for Children: A Golden
Key. With Eight Coloured Pictures
and numerous V/oodcuts. N(nv
Edition, small 4to, cloth extra, 6s.

Chaucer for Scliools. Demy 8vo
cloth li.mp, 2s. 6ii.

'
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Hav/eis(Rev. H. R.).—American
Humorists. Includins; Washington
Irving, Oliver Wendell Holmes,
James Russell Lowell, Artemus
Ward,Mark Twain, and Bret Harte.
By the Rev. H. R, Haweis, M.A.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63.

Hav/thopne(JLiiian), Novels by.
Crown 8vo, cloth eN-tra, 33. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Garth. I Sebastian Strome.
Ellice Quentin. | Dust.

Prince Saroni's Wife.

Fortune's Fool.
|
Beatrix Randolph.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. od. each.

Miss Cadogna.
Love—or a Name.

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds.
Fcap. bvo, illustrated cover, Is.

Hays.—Women of the Day: A
Biographical Dictionary of Notable
Contemporaries. By Frances Hays.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 5s.

Heath (F. G.). — My Garden
Wild, and What I Grew There. By
Francis George Heath, Author of
" The Fern World," &c. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, Cs. ; cl. gilt, gilt edges, 63.

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by :

Post Svo, cloth limp, 23. 6d. each.

Animals and their Masters.
Social Pressure.

Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 33. 6d.; post Svo, illus-
trated boards, 2s.

Heptalogia (The) ; or. The
Seven against Sense. A Cap with
Seven Bells. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Herrick's (Robert) Hesperides,
Noble Numbers, and Complete Col-
lected Poems. With Memorial-Intro-
duction and Notes by the Rev. A. B,
Grosart, D.D., Steel Portrait, Index
of First Lines, and Glossarial Index,
&c. Three Vols., crown Svo, cloth, 183.

Hesse- Wartegg (Chevalier
Ernst von), Works by :

Tunis: The Land and the People.
With 22 Illustrations. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 33. 6d.

The New South-West: Travelling
Sketches from Kansas, Nev/ Mexico,
Arizona, and Northern Mexico.
With 100 fine Illustrations and Three
Maps. Demy Svo, cloth extra,
14s. (./» preplira tion.

Herbert.

—

The Poems of Lord
Herbert of Cherbury. Edited, with
Introduction, by J. Churton Collins.
Crown Svo, bound in parchment, 83.

Hindley (Charles), Works by :

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: In
eluding the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences connected with
Taverns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
With Illustrations.

The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.
Edited by Charles Hindley.

Hoey.—The Lover's Creed.
By Mrs. Cashel Hoey. With Fron(-:s-

pieceby P. Macnab. New and Cheaper
Edit. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 23.

Holmes (O.Wendell), Works by:
The Autocrat of the Br-sakfast-
Table. Illustrated by J, Gordon
Thomson. Post Svo, cluth limp,
23. 6d.—Another Edition in smaller
type, with an Introduction by G. A.
Sala. Post Svo, cloth limp, 23.

The Professor at the Breakfast-
Table ; with the Story of Iris. Post
Svo, cloth limp, 23.

Holmes. — The Science of
Voice Production and Voice Preser-
vation : A Popular Manual for the
Use of Speakers and Singers. By
Gordon Holmes, M.D. With Illus-

trations. Crown Svo, Is. ; cloth, l3. 6d.

Hood (Thomas):
Hood's Choice Works, in Prose and

Verse. Including the Cream of the
Comic Annuals. With Life of the
Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustra-

tions. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Hood's Whims and Oddities. Com-
plete. With all the original Illus-

trations. Post Svo, cloth li:-^p, 23.

Hood (Tom), Works by:
From Nowhere to the North Pole:
A Noah's Arkoe logical Narrative.
With 25 Illustrations by W. Brun-
TON and E. C. Barnes. Square
crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s.

A Golden Heart: A Novel. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 23.

Hook's (Theodore) Choice Hu-
morous Works, including his Ludi-
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns and
Hoaxes. With a New Life of the
Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and
Illusts. Cr. Svo. cl, extra, gilt, 73, 6'^
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Hooper,—The House of Raby :

A Novel. By Mrs. George HoorER.
Post 8vo, illustrated boai Js, 23.

Hopkins—" 'Twixt Love and
Duty:" A Novel. By Tighe Hopkins.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Hopne.—Orion : An Epic Poem,
in Three Books. By Richard Hen-
GIST HoRNE. With Photographic
Portrait from a Medallion by Sum-
mers. Tenth Edition, crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 73.

Howell.—Conflicts of Capital
and Labour, Historically and Eco-
nomically considered: Being a His-
tory and Review of the Trade Unions
oi Great Britain. By Geo. Howell
M.P. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Hugo. — The Hunchback of
Notre Dame. By Victor Hugo.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23.

Hunt.—Essays by Leigh Hunt.
A Tale for a Chimney Corner, and
other Pieces. With Portrait and In-
troduction by Edmund Ollier. Post
Svo, cloth limp, 2s.

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Thornicroft's Model.

The Leaden Casket.

Seif-Condemned
That other Person. Three Vols.,
crown Svo. [^Sliortly.

Indoor Paupers. By One of
Tkem. Crown Svo, is. ; cloth. Is. 6d.

Ingelow.— Fated to be Free : A
Novel. By Jean Ingelow. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs
of. Collected and Edited by A. Per-
ceval Graves. Post Svo, cloth limp,
23. 6d.

Irving—Tales of a Traveller.
By ^VA'^HI^GTON Irving. Post Svo,
cloth limp, 23.

Jay (Harpiett), Novels by:
The Dark Colleen. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, £-3.

The Quet?n of Connaught. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6(1.; post Svo,
illustrated boards. 23.

Janvier.—Practical Keramlcs
for students. By Catherine A.
J A., V lER. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Jefferies (Richard), Works by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63. each.

Nature near London.
The Life of the Fields.

The Open Air.

Jennings (Hargrave). — The
Roslcrucians: Their Rites and Mys-
teries. With Chapters on the Ancient
Fire and Serpent Worshippers. By
Hargrave Jennings. With Five full-

page Plates and upwards of 300 Illus-

trations. A New Edition, crown Svo,
cloth extra, 73. 6d.

Jennings (H. J.), Works by:
Curiosities of Criticism. Post Svo,

cloth limp, 23. 6d.

Lord Tennyson: A Biographical
Sketch. With a Photograph-Por-
trait. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63.

Jerrold (Tom), Works by :

Post Svo, Is. each ; cloth, Is. 6d. each.

The Garden that Paid the Rent.

Household Horticulture: A Gossip
about Flowers. Illustrated.

Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants
we Grov/, and How we Cook Them.

Jesse.—Scenes and Occupa-
tions of a Country Life. By Edward
Jesse. Post Svo, cloth limp, 23.

Jeux d'Esprit. Collected and
Edited by Henry S. Leigh. Post Svo,
cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Jones (Wm., F.S.A.), Works by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Le-
gendary, and Anecdotal. With over
Two Hundred Illustrations.

Credulities, Past and Present; in-

cluding the Sea and Seamen, Miners,
Talismans,Word and Letter Divina-
tion, Exor:;ising and Blessing of
Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c.
With an Etched Frontispiece.

Crowns and Coronations: A History
of Regalia in all Times and Coun-
tries. With One Hundred Illus-

trations^^

Jonson's (Ben) Works. With
Notes Critical and Explanatory, and
a Biographical Memoir by William
GiFFORD. Edited by Colonel Cun-
ningham. Three Vols., crown Svo,
cloth extra, ISa. ; or separately, 62. each,
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Jossphus.TheCompleteWopks
of. Translated by Whiston. Con-
taining both " The Antiquities of the
Jews" and "The Wars of the Jews.'*
Two Vols,, 8vo, with 52 Illustrations
and Maps, cloth extra, gilt, 143.

Kempt.—Pencil and PaJette :

Chapters on Art and Artists. By Robert
Kempt. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Kershaw.—Colonial Facts and
Fictions: Humorous Sketches. By
Mark Kershaw. Post 8vo, illustrated

boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d.

King (R. Ashe), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

A Drawn Game.
"Tiie Wearing of tine Green."

Kingsley (Henry), Novels by:
Oaksfiott Castle. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Number Seventeen. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 33. 6d.

Knight.—The Patient's Vade
iViecum : How to get most Benefit
from Medical Advice, By William
Knight, M.R.C.S., and Edward
Knight, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.

;

cloth. Is. 6d.

Lamb (Charles):
Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose
and Verse, reprinted from the Ori-
ginal Editions, with many Pieces
hitherto unpublished. Edited, with
Notes and Introduction, by R. H.
Shepherd. With Two Portraits and
Facsimile of Page of the " Essay on
Roast Pig." Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d

The Essays of Ella, Complete Edi-
tion. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 23.

Poetry for Children, and Prince
Dorus. By Charles Lamb. Care-
fully reprinted from unique copies.
Small 8vo, cloth extra, 53.

Little Essays: Sketches and Charac-
ters. By Charles Lamb. Selected
from his Letters by Percy Fitz-
gerald. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Lares and Penates; or, The
Background of Life. By Florence
Caddy. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

Larwood (Jacob), Works by:
The Story of the London Parks.
With Illustrations. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 33. 6d.

Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, each,
Forensic Anecdotes.

Theatrical Anecdotes.

Lane's Arabian Nights, Sec:
I he Thousand and One Nights:
commonly called, in England, " The
Arabian Nights' Entertain-
ments." A New Translation from
the Arabic, with copious Notes, by
Edward William Lane. Illustrated
by many hundred Engravings on
Wood, from Original Designs by
Wm. Harvey. A New Edition, from
a Copy annotated by the Translator,
edited by his Nephew, Edward
Stanley Poole. With a Preface by
Stanley Lane-Poole. Three Vols.,
demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.

Arabian Society in the IVliddle Ages:
Studies from " The Thousand and
One Nights." By Edward William
Lane, Author of "The Modern
Egyptians," &c. Edited by Stanley
Lane-Poole. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

Life in London ; or, The History
of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian
Tom. With the whole of Cruik-
shank's Illustrations, in Colours, after
the Originals. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
73. 6d.

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by:
Post Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.

Witch Stories.

The True Story of Joshua Davidson.
Ourselves: Essays on Women.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s 6d. each ; post
8vo, llustrated boards, 2s. each.

Patricia Kembail.
The Atonement of Leam Duniaa
The World Well Lost,

Under which Lord ?

With a Silken Thread,
The Rebel of the Family.
" My Love !

"
j lone,

Longfellow:
Crov/n 8vo, cloth extra, 73. Gd. each,

Longfellow's Complete Prose Works,
Including " Outre Mer," " Hyper-
ion," " Kavanagh," "The Poets and
Poetry of Europe,"and "Driftwood."
With Portrait and Illustrations by
Valentine Bromley,

Longfellow's Poetical Works. Care-
fully Reprinted from the Original
Editions. With numerous fine Illus-
trations on Steel and Wood.

Long Life, Aids to: A Medical,
Dietetic, and General Guide in
Health and Disease. By N. E.
Davies, L.R.C.P, Crown Svo, 23.

;

cloth limp, 23= 6d,
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Lucy.—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel.
By Henry W. Lucy. Crown 8vo,

cl. ex., 3s. ed.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 23.

Lusiad (The) of Camoens.
Translated into English Spenserian
Verse by Robert Ffrench Duff.
Demy 8vo, with Fourteen full-page
Plates, cloth boards, 18s.

Macalpine. — Teresa Itasca,
and other Stories. By Avery Mac-
alpine. Crown Svo, bound in canvas,

McCarthy (Justin, i\/I.P.),Wori<s

by:
A History of Ouf Own Times, from
the Accession of Queen Victoria to

the General Election of 18B0. Four
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 12s.

each.—Also a Popular Edition, in

Four Vols. cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 6s each.

A Short History of Oup Own Times.
One Vol., crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

History of the Four Georges. Four
Vols, demy Svo, cloth extra, 123.

each. [Vol. I. now ready.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6cl. each

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

Dear Lady Disdain.

The Waterdale Neighbours.

My Enemy's Daughter.

A Fair Saxon. I Miss IViisanthrope.

Linley Rochford. I Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens.

Camiola: A Girl with a Fortune.
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown
Svo, cloth extra, 33. Cd.

"The Right Honourable:" A Ro-
mance of Society and Politics. By
Justin McCarthy, M.P., and Mrs.
Campbell - Praed. Three Vols.,

crown Svo.

McCarthy (Justin H., M.P.),
V/or'KS by:

An Outlineof the History of Ireland,
from the Earliest Times to the Pre-
sent Day. Cr. Svo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d.

A History of Ireland from the Union
to the Introduction of Mr. Glad-
stone's Bill. Crown 8vo, clotli extra,

6s. [/'« ihc press.

England under Gladstone, 1880-85.
Second Edition, revised and brought
down to the Fall of the Gladstone
Administration. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 63.

McCarthy (Justin H.), continued—
Doom ! An Atlantic Episode. Crown

Svo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d.

Our Sensation Novel. Edited by
Justin H. McCarthy. Crown Svo,
Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d.

Haflz in London. Choicely printed.
Small Svo, gold cloth, 3s. 6d.

MacDonald (George, LL.D.),
Works by

:

The Princess and Curdle. With 11

Illustrations by James Allen. Small
crown Svo, cloth extra, 5s.

Guttapercha Willie, the Working
Genius. With 9 Illustrations by
Arthur Hughes. Square Svo, cloth
estra, 3s. 6d.

Works of Fancy and Imagination.
Pocket Edition, Ten Volumes, in
handsome cloth case, 21s. Vol. i.

Within and Without. The Hid-
den Life.—Vol. 2. The Disciple.
The Gospel Women. A Book of
Sonnets. Organ Songs.—Vol. 3.

Violin Songs. Songs of the Days
AND Nights. A Book of Dreams.
Roadside Poems. Poems for
Children. Vol. 4. Parables.
Ballads. Scotch Songs.—Vols.
5 and 6. Phantastes: A Faerie
Romance.—Vol. 7. The Portent.—
Vol. 8. The Light Princess. The
Giant's Heart. Shadows. — Vol.

9. Cross Purposes. The Golden
Key. The Carasoyn. Little
Daylight.— Vol. 10. The Cruel
Painter. The Wow o' Rivven.
The Castle. The Broken Swords.
The Gray Wolf. Uncle Corne
Lius. IReady
The Volumes are also sold separately

in Grolier-pattern cloth, 2s. 6d. each.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post
Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

Paul Faber, Surgeon. With a Fron-
tispiece by J. E. Millais.

Thomas Wingfold, Curate. With a
Frontispiece by C. J. Staniland.

Macdonell.—Quaker Cousins:
A Novel. By Agnes Macdonell.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post

Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Macgregor. — Pastimes and
Players. Notes on Popular Games.
By Robert Macgregor, Post 8vo,
cloth limp, 2s. Gd.
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Maclise Portrait-Gallery (The)
of Illustrious Literary Cl-iaracters;
with Meinoirs—Biographical, Critical,

Bibliographical, and Anecdotal—illus-

trative ol the Literature of the former
half of the Present Century. By
William Bates, B.A. With 85 Por-
traits printed on an India Tint. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 73. 6d.

Mackay.—Interludes and Un-
dertones: or, Music at Twilight. By
Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo,

cloth extra, 6s.

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort
d'Arthup : The Stories of King Arthur
and of the Knights of the Round Table.
Edited by B. Montgomerie Ranking.
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by:
Square 8vo, cloth extra, lOs. 6d, each.
In the Ardennes. With 50 fine Illus-

trations by Thomas R. Macquoid.
Pictures and Legends from Nor
mandy and Brittany. With numer-
ous Illustrations by Thomas R.
Macquoid.

About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustra-
tions by T. R. Macquoid.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.
Through Normandy. With 90 Illus-

trations byT. R. Macquoid.
Through Brittany. With numerous

Illustrations by T. R. Macquoid.

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Evil Eye, and other Stories.
Lost Rose.

Magician's Own Book (The)

:

Performances with Cups and Balls,
Eggs, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All
from actual Experience. Edited by
W. H. Cremer. With 200 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, 4s. 6d .

Magic Lantern (The), and its

Management: including full Prac-
tical Directions for producing the
Limelight, making Oxygen Gas, and
preparing Lantern Slides. By T. C.
Hepworth. With 10 Illustrations.
Crown Svo. Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d.

Magna Charta. An exact Fac-
simile of the Original in the British
Museum, printed on fine plate paper,
3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours. Es.

MaTlock (W. H.), Works~b7i
The New Republic ; or. Culture, Faith
and Philosophy in an English Country
House. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

;

Cheap Edition, illustrated boards, 2s,
The New Paul and Virginia ; or. Posi-

tivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Poems. Small 4to, in parchment, 8s.
Is Life worth Living? Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 63.

Marlowe's Works. Including
his Translations. Edited, with Notes
and Introductions, by Col. Cun-
ningham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Marryat (Florence), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.6d. each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Open ! Sesame

!

Written in Fire

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

A Harvest of Wild Oats.

A Little Stepson.
Fighting the Air.

Masterman.—Half a Dozen
Daughters: A Novel. By J. Master-
man. Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23.

Mark Twain, Works by:
The Choice Works of Mark Twain.
Revised and Corrected throughout by
the Author. With Life, Portrait, and
numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 7s. Gd.

The Innocents Abroad ; or. The New
Pilgrim's Progress : Being some Ac-
count of the Steamship " Quaker
City's " Pleasure Excursion to
Europe and the Holy Land. With
234 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.—Cheap Edition (under
the title of" Mark Twain's Plkasure
Trip "),post Svo, illust. boards, 2s.

Roughing It, and The Innocents at
Home. With 200 Illustrations by
F. A. Eraser. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. Gd.

The Gilded Age. By Mark Twain
and Charlps Dudley Warner.
With 212 Illustrations by T. Coppin.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer.
With III Illustrations. Crown Svo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.—Cheap Edition,
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23.

The Prince and the Pauper. With
nearly 200 Illustrations. Crov/n Svo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustra-
tions. Crov/n Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
—Cheap Edition, post 8vo,illustrated
boards, 2s.

The stolen White Elephant, &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ; post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.
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Mark Twain's Works, continued—
Life on the Mississippi. With about
300 Original Illustrations. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Adventures of Huckleberry
Finn. With 174 Illustrations by
E. W. Kemble. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 73. 61.—Cheap Edition, post
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Massinger's Piays. From the
Text of William Gxfford. Edited

cloth extra, 6s.

Matthews.—A Secret of the
Sea, &.C. By Brander Matthews.
Post 8vo, illus'trated boards, 23 ; cloth,
93 Crl.23. 6d.

Mayfair Library, The:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6cl. per Volume.

A Journey Round My Room. By
Xavier de Maistre. Translated
by Henry Attwell.

Latter-Day Lyrics. Edited by W
Davenport Ai:!.\ms.

Quips and Quiddities. Selected by
W. D.wenport Adams.

The Agony Coiumn of "The Times,"
from 1800 to 1870. Edited, with an
Introduction, by Alice Clay.

Melancholy Anatomised: A Popular
Abridgment of " Burton's Anatomy
of Melancholy."

Gastronomy as a Fine Art. By
Brillat-Savarin,

The Speeches of Charles Dickens.

Literary Frivolities, Fancies, Follies,

and Frolics. By W. T. Dobson.

Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentrici-
ties. Selected and Edited by W. T.
Dobson.

The Cupboard Papers. By Fin-Bf,c.

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert.
First Series. Containing: The
Wicked World — Pygmalion and
Galatea— Charity — The Princess

—

The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.

Original Plays by W. S. Gilbert.
Second Series. Containing : Broken
Hearts — Engaged— Sweethearts—
Gretchen— Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb
—H.M.S. Pinaiore— The Sorcerer
—The Pirates of Penzance.

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour.
Collected and Edited by A. Perceval
Graves.

Animals and their Masters. By Sir
Arthur Helps.

Social Pressure. By Sir A. Helps.

Mayfair Library, continued—
Curiosities of Criticism. By Henry

J. Jennings.

The Autocrat ofthe Breakfast-Table.
By Oliver Wendell Holmes. Il-

lustrated by J. Gordon Thomson.
Pencil and Palette. By Robert
Kempt.

Little Essays : Sketches and Charac-
ters. By Chas. Lamb. Selected from
his Letters by Percy Fitzgerald.

Forensic Anecdotes; or. Humour and
Curiosities of the Law and Men of

Law. By Jacob Lakwood.
Theatrical Anecdotes. By Jacob
Larwood.

Jeux d'Esprit, Edited by Henry S.

Leigh.

True History cf Joshua Davidson
By E. Lynn Linton.

Witch Stories. By E. Lynn Linton.

Ourselves: Essays on Women. By
E. Lynn Linton.

Pastimes and Players. By Robert
Macgregor.

The New Paul and Virginia By
W. H. Mallock.

New Republic. By W. H. Mallock.
Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmonde-
ley-Pennell.

Pegasus Re-Saddled. By H. Chol-
mondeley-Pennell. Illustrated by
George Du Maurier.

Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H.
Cholmondeley-Fennell.

Thoreau : His Life and Aims. By
H. A. Page.

Puniana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley.
More Puniana. By the Hon. Hugh
Rowley.

The Philosophy of Handwriting. By
Don Felix de Salamanca.

By Stream and Sea. By William
Senior.

Old Stories Retold. By W.\lter
Thornbury.

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-
Book. By Dr. Andrew Wilson.

Mayhew.—London Characters
and the Humorous Side of London
Life. By Henry Mayhew. With
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

Medicine, Family.—One Thou-
sand Medical Maxims and Surgical
Hints, for Infancy, Adult Life, Middle
Age, and Old Age. By N. E. Davies,
L.R.C.P. Lond. Cr. 8vo, Is,; cl., l8.6d.
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Meppy Cipcle (The) : A Book of
New Intellectual Games and Amuse-
ments. By Clara Bellew. With
numerous lllustratioias. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 43. Qd.

Mexican Mustang (On a),
through Texas, from the Gulf to the
Rio Grande. A New Book of Ameri-
can Humour. By Alex. E. Sweet and
J. Armoy Knox, Editors of " Texas
Siftings." With 265 Illusts. Cr. 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

iviiddlemass (Jean), Novels by:
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Touch and Go.
Mr. Dorillion.

Millep.— Physiology fop the
Young; or, The House of Life: Hu-
man Physiology, with its application
to the Preservation of Health. For
Classes and Popular Reading. With
numerous Illusts. By Mrs. F. Fenwick
Miller. Small 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d

Milton (J. L), Works by:
Sm. 8vo, Is. each ; cloth ex., Is. 6d.. each.

The Hygiene of the Skin. A Concise
Set of Rules for the Management of
the Skin; with Directions for Diet,
Wines. Soaps, Baths, &c.

The Bath in Diseases of the Skin.
The Laws of Life, and their Relation

to Diseases of the Skin.

Moleswopth (Mrs.).—Hathep-
court Rectopy. By Mrs. Moles-
worth, Author of "The Cuckoo
Clock," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
4s. 6d.

Muppay (D. Christie), Novels
by. Crown 8vo,cloth extra, 3s. 6(1. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

A Life's Atonement.
A IVlodei Father.
Joseph's Coat.
Coals of Fire.

By the Gate of the Sea.
Val Strange.
Hearts.
The Way of the Worid.
A Bit of Human Nature.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Ss. 6d. each.
First Person Singular: A Novel.
With a Frontispiece by Arthur
Hopkins.

Cynic Fortune: A Tale of a I^Ian with
a Conscience. With a Frontispiece
by R. Caton Woodville.

North Italian Folk. By Mrs.
CoMYNS Carr. Illustrated by Ran-
dolph Caldecott. Square 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Number Nip (Stories about),
the Spirit of the Giant Mountains.
Retold for Children by Walter
Grahame. With Illustrations by J,

MoYR Smith. Post 8vo, cl, extra," 5s,

Nursery Hints: A Mother's
Guide in Health and Disease. By N,
E. Davies, L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is
cloth, Is. 6d.

O'Connor.—Lord Beaconsfield
A Biography. ByT. P. O'Connor, M. P.
Sixth Edition, with a New Preface,
bringing the work down to the Death
of Lord Beaconsfield. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

O'Hanlon.— The Unforeseen:
A Novel. By Alice O'Hanlon. New
and Cheaper Edition. Post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Oliphant (Mrs.) Novels by:
Whiteladies. With Illustrations by
Arthur Hopkins and H. Woods,
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each.

The Primrose Path.
The Greatest Heiress in England.

O'Reilly.—Phoebe's fortunes:
A Novel. With Illustrations by Henry
Tuck. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

O'Shaughnessy (Arth.), Works
by:

Songs of a Worker. Fcap. 8vo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Music and Moonlight. Fcap. 8vo,
cloth extra, 73. 6d.

Lays of France. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 10s. 6d.

Ouida, Novels by. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 5s. each

;
post 8vo, illus-

each.trated boards, 2s.

Held in Bondage.
Strathmore.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags.

Cecil Castle-
maine's Gage.

Idalia.

Tricotrln.

Puck.

Folle Farine.

TwoLittleWooden
Shoes.

A Dog of Flanders.

Pascarel.

Signa,

In a Winter City
Ariadne
Friendship.

Moths.
Pipistrello.

A Village Com-
mune.

Bimbi.

In Maremma
Wanda.
Frescoes.

Princess Naprax*
ine.
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OuiDA, Novels by, continued—
Othmar: ANovel. Cheaper Edition.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected
from the Works of Ouida by F.
Sydney Morris. Small crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 5s.

Page (H. A.), Works by :

Tiioreau : His Life and Aims : A Study.
With a Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d,

Lights on the Way : Some Tales with-
in a Tale. By the late J. H. Alex-
ander, B.A. Edited by H. A. Page.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Animal Anecdotes. Arranged on a
New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, 5s. [Shortly.

Parliamentary Elections and
Electioneering in the Old Days (A
History of). Showing the State of
Political Parties and Party Warfare at
the Hustings and in the House of
Commons from the Stuarts to Queen
Victoria. Illustrated from the original
Political Squibs, Lampoons, Pictorial
Satires, and Popular Caricatures ot

the Time. By Joseph Grego, Author
of " Rowlandson and his Works,"
" The Life of Gillray," &c. Demy
8vo, cloth extra, with a Frontispiece
coloured by hand, and nearly 100
Illustrations, 163. One Hundred Large
Paper Copies (each numbered) have
also been prepared, price 32s. each.

Pascal's Provincia.l Letters. A
New Translation, with Historical In-

troduction and Notes, by T. M'Crie,
D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s^

Patient's (f he) Vade M ec um :

How to get most Benefit from Medi-
cal Advice. By William Knight,
M.R.C.S,, and Edward Knight,
L.R.C.P. Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, ls.6d.

Paurperroll

:

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Paul FeiToIl: A Novel,
Why Pa ul Ferroll Ki lled his Vv^ife.

Paul.—Gentle and Simple. By
Margaret Agnes Paul. With a
Frontispiece by Helen Paterson.
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo,
illustrated board s. 2s.

Pay n (Jam es), Novel s by.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each
post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Lost Sir IVlassingberd.
The Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word. |

Halves.
What He Cost Her.
Less Black than vje're Painted.
By Proxy. I High Spirits.

Under One Roof. I
Carlyon's Year.

Payn (James), Novels by, continued—
A Confidential Agent.
Some Private Views.
A Grape from a Thorn.
For Cash Only. | From Exile.
Kit: A Memory.
The Canon's Ward.
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
A Perfect Treasure.
Bentinck's Tutor. Murphy's Master.
Fallen Fortunes.
A County Family.

| At Her Fv^ercy.
A Woman's Vengeance.
Cecil's Tryst.
The ClyfTards of ClyfTe.
The Family Scapegrace.
The Foster Brothers.
Found Dead.
Gv/endoiine's Harvest.
Humorous Stories.
Like Father, Like Son.
A Marine Residence.
Married Beneath Him.
Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Reward.
In Peril and l^rivation : Stories ot
Marine Adventure Re-told. A Book
for Boys. With numerous Illustra-
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth gih, 63.

The Talk of the Town: A Novel.
With Twelve Illustrations by Harry
FuRNiss. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 3s. 6d.

The Fly on the Wheel : Humorous
Papers. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
6s, [In the press .

Pears.—The Present Depres-
sion in Trade: Its Causes and Reme-
dies. Being the " Pears" Prize Essays
(of One Hundred Guineas). By Edwin
Goadby and William Watt. With
an Introductory Paper by Prof. Leone
Levi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Demy Svo, Is.

Pennel! (H. Cholmondeley),
Works by

:

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each.
Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations.
Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten fuil-

page lUusts. by G. Du Maurier.
The Muses of Mayfair. Vers de

Societe, Selected and Edited by H.
C. Pennell,

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by:
Post Svo, Is. each ; cloth limp,

Is. 6d. each,
k5eyond the Gates. By the Author
of " The Gates Ajar."

An Old Maid's Paradise.
Burglars in Paradise. [Shortly,

Plrkls (Mrs. C. L.), Novels by:
Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo,

picture cover, Is.

Lady Lovelace, Post Svo, illustrated
boards, 2s. 'iPreparin^.
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Pfanch6 (J. R.), Works by:
The Pursuivant of Arms; or, Her-
aldry Founded upon Facts. With
Coloured Frontispiece and 200 Illus-

trations. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 66..

Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879.
Edited, with an Introduction, by his
Daughter, Mrs. Mackarness. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Plutarch's Lives of Illustrious
Men. Translated from the Greek,
with Notes Critical and Historical, and
a Life of Plutarch, by John and
William Langhorne. Tv/o Vols.,

8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 10s. 61.

Roe (Edgar Allan):—
The Choice Works, in Prose and

Poetry, of Edgar Allan Poe. With
an Introductory Essay by Charles
Baudelaire, Portrait and Fac-
similes. Crown 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

The Mystery of Marie Roget, and
other Stories. Post 8vo. illust.bds.,23.

Popes Poetical Works. Com-
plete in One Vol. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 23.

Praed (Mrs. Campbell-) "The
Right Honourable:'' A Romance of
Society and Politics. By Mrs. Camp-
bell-Praed and Justin McCarthy,
M.P. Three Vols., crown 8vo.

Price (E. C), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
VaJentina. | The Foreigners.
Mrs. Lan caster's Rival .

Gerald. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s.

Proctor (Richd. A.), Works by ;

Flowers of the Sky. With 55 Illusts.

Small crown Svo, cloth extra, 43. 6d.

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps
for Every Night in the Year, Draw-
ings of the Constellations, &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

'^ Familiar Science Studies. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Saturn and its System. New and
Revised Edition,with 13 Steel Plates.

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

The Great Pyramid : Observatory,
Tomb, and Temple. With Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Mysteries of Time and Space. With
Illusts. Cr. 8vo. cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Universe of Suns, and other
Science Gleanings. With numerous
Illusts. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

V/ages and Wants of Science
Workers. Crown Svo, I s. 6d.

PyrotechnTst'sTreasu ry (T h e)

;

or, Complete Art of Making Fireworks.
By Thomas Kentish. With numerous
Illustrations. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 4?. Gd.

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully
Translated from the French, with
variorum Notes, and numerous charac-
teristic Illustrations by Gustavb
Dor6. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Rambosson.—Popular Astro-
nomy. By J. Rambosson, Laureate of
the Institute of France. Translated by
C. B. Pitman. Crown Svo, cloth gilt,

numerous Illusts., and a beautifully

executed Chart of Spectra, 7s. 6d.

Reade (Charles), Novels by:
Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, illustrated,3s.6d.

each ; DOst 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each.
Peg Wofflngton. Illustrated by S. L.
Fildes, a. R.A.

Christie Johnstone, Illustrated by
William Small.

It is Never Too Late to Mend. Il-

lustrated by G. J. PiNWELL.
The Course of True Love Never did
run Smooth. Illustrated by Helen
Paterson.

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack
of all Trades; and James Lambert.
Illustrated by Matv Stretch.

Love me Little, Love me Long. Il-

lustrated by M. Ellen Edwards.
The Double Marriage. Illust. by Sir

John Gilbert, R.A.,andC. Keene.
The Cloister and the Hearth. Ilf

lustrated by Charles Keene.
Hard Cash. Illust. by F. W. Lawson.
Griffith Gaunt. Illustrated by S. L.

Fildes, A.R.A., and Wm. Small.
Foul Play. Illust. by Du Maurier.
Put Yourself in His Place. Illus-
trated by Robert Barnes.

A Terrible Temptation. Illustrated
by Edw. Hughes and A. W. Cooper.

The Wandering Heir. Illustrated by
H. Paterson, S. L. Fildes, A.R. A.

,

C. Green, and H. Woods, A.R.A.
A Simpleton. Illustrated by Kate
Crauford.

A Woman-Hater. Illustrated by
Thos. Couldery.

Singleheart and Doubleface: A
Matter-of-fact Romance. Illustrated
by P. Macnab.

Good Stories of Men and other
Animals. Illustrated byE. A. Aebey,
Percy Macquoid, and Joseph Nash.

TheJilt, and other Stories. Illustrated
by Joseph Nash.

Readiana. With a Steel-plate Portrait
of Charles Reade.

Readers Handbook (The) of
Allusions, References, Plots, and
stories. By the Rev. Dr. Brewer.
Filth Edition, revised throughout,
with a New Appendix, containing a
Complete English Bibliography.
Cr. Svo, 1,400 pages, cloth e:-:tra, 73. 61.
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Richardson. — A Ministry of
Health, and other Papers. By Ben-
jamin Ward Richardson, M.D., &c.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Ridded (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, clotli extra, 3s. 6d. each

;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 23. each.

Her Mother's Darling.
The Prince of Wales's Garden Party
Weird Stories.

Post 8vo, illuistrated boards, 23. each.

The Uninhabited House.
Fairy Water.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens.

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by :

Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 103.61 each.
Our Old Country Towns. With over

50 Illustrations.

Rambles Round Eton and Harrow.
With 50 Illustrations.

About England v/ith Dickens. With
58 Illustrations by Alfred Rimmer
andC. A. Vanderhoof.

Robinson Crusoe: A beautiful
reproduction of Major's Edition, with
37 Woodcuts and Two Steel Plates by
George Cruikshank, choicely printed.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by :

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6(1. each
;

post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

Robinson (Phil), Works by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each.
The Poets' Birds.
The Poets' Beasts.
Poets' Natural History. [Preparing.

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and
Moral Reflections. With Notes, and
an Introd^ictory Essay by Sainte-
Beuve. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s.

Roll of Ba.ttle Abbey, The ; or,

A List of the Principal Warriors who
came over from Normandy with Wil-
liam the Conqueror, and Settled in

this Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the
principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Handsomely printed, 5s.

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by:
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 23. 6d. each.

Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With
numerous Illustrations.

More Punian a. Profusely Illustrated.

Runciman (James), Stories by

:

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each;
cloth limp, 2s 6d each.

Skippers and Shellbacks.
Qrace Balmaign's Sweetheart

Russell (W. Clark), Works by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63. each ; post

8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Round the Galley-Fire.
On the Fo'k'sle Head : A Collection

of Yarns and Sea Descriptions.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 63. each.
In the Middle Watch.
A Voyage to the Cape

.

Sala.—Gaslight and Daylight
By George Augustus Sala. Posl
Svo, illus'.Tated board s, 2s.

Sanson.—Seven Generations
of Executioners: Memoirs of the
Sanson Family (i5S8 to 1S47). Edited

_by

H

enrySanson. Cr.8vo,cl.ex.3s.6d.

Saunders (John), Novels by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d each

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Bound to the Wheel.
One Ag-Jnst the World.
Guy Waterman.
The Lion in the Path.
The Two Dreamers.

Saunders ^Katharine), Novels
by. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each;
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Joan Merryweather.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
The High Mills.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Heart Salvage. | Sebastian.
Gideon's Rock.

Science Gossip: An Illustrated
Medium of Interchange for Students
and Lovers of Nature. Edited by J. E.
Taylor, F.L.S., &c. Devoted to Geo-
logy, Botany, Physiology, Chemistry,
Zoology, Microscopy, Telescopy, Phy-
siography, &c. Price 4d. Monthly ; or
6s. per year, post free. Vols. I . to
XIV. may be had at 7s. 6d. each ; and
Vols. XV. to XXI. (i8S5\ at 5s. each.
Cases for Bindin g, Is. 6d. each.

Scott (Sir Walter), Poems by :

Marmion. With over 100 new Illus-

trations by leading Artists. Small
4to, cloth extra. 163.

The Lay of the Last Minstrel. With
over 100 new Illustrations by leading
Artists. Sm.4to, cl.ex.,163. IShortiw

"Secret Out" Series, The:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, profusely Illus-

trated, 4s. 6d. each.
The Secret Out : One Thousand
Tricks with Cards, and other R-;-

creations; with Entertaining Experi-
ments in Drawing-room or "White
Magic." By W. H. Cremer. 300
Engravings.
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" Secret Out " Series, continued-—

The Pyrotechnist's Treasury; or.

Complete Art of Making Fireworks.
By Thomas Kentish. With numer-
ous Illustrations.

The Art of Amusing : A Collection of

Graceful Arts,Games,Tricks,Puzzles,
and Charades. By Frank Bellew.
With 300 Illustrations.

Hanky-Panky: Very Easy Tricks,
Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic
Sleight of Hand. Edited by W. H.
Cremer. With 200 Illustrations.

The Merry Circle: A Book of New
Intellectual Games and Amusements.
By Clara Bellew. Many Illusts.

Magician's Own Book: Performances
with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats,
Handkerchiefs, &c. All from actual
Experience. Edited by W. H. Cre-
mer. 200 Illustrations.

Seniop.—By Stream and Sea.
By William Senior. Post 8vo, cloth
1 mp, 2s. 6d.

Seven Sagas (The) of Prehis-
toric Man. By James H. Stoddart,
Author of " The Village Life." Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 63.

Shakespeare:
The First Folio Shakespeare.—Mr.
V/iLLiAM Shakespeare's Comedies,
Histories, and Tragedies. Published
according to the true Originall Copies.
London, Printed by Isaac Iaggard
and Ed. Blount. 1623.—A Repro-
duction of the extremely rare original,
in reduced facsimile, by a photogra-
phic process—ensuring the strictest
accuracy in every detail. Small 8vo,
half-Roxburghe, 7s. 6d.

TheLansdowne Shakespeare. Beau-
tifully printed in red and black, in
small but very clear type. With
engraved facsimile of Droeshout's
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Shakespeare for Children: Tales
from Shakespeare. By Charles
and Mary Lamb. With numerous
Illustrations, coloured and plain, by
J. MoYR Smith. Cr. 4to, cl. gilt, 6s.

The Handbook of Shakespeare
Music. Being an Account of 350
Pieces of Music, set to Words taken
from the Plays and Poems of Shake-
speare, the compositions ranging
rom the Elizabethan Age to the
Present Time, By Alfred Roffe.
4to, half-Roxburghe, 7s.

A Study of Shakespeare. By Alger-
non Charles Swinburne. Crown
8vOj cloth esLr^ 83,

Shelley's Complete Works, in
Four Vols., post 8vo, cloth limp, 8s.

;

or separately, 2s. each. Vol. I. con-
tains his Early Poems, Queen Mab,
&c., v/ith an Introduction by Leigh
Hunt; Vol. II., his Later Poems,
Laon and Cythna, &c. ; Vol. III.,

Posthumous Poems,the Shelley Papers,
&c. ; Vol. IV., his Prose Works, in-

cluding A Refutation of Deism, Zas-
trozzi. St. Irvyne, &c.

Sheridan:

—

Sheridan's Complete Works, with
Life and Anecdotes. Including his

Dramatic Writings, printed from the
Original Editions, his Works in
Prose and Poetry, Translations,
Speeches, Jokes, Puns, &c. With a
Collection of Sheridaniana. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with 10 full-

page Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Sheridan's Comedies: The Rivals,
and The School for Scandal.
Edited, with an Introduction and
Notes to each Play, and a Bio-
graphical Sketch of Sheridan, by
Brander Matthews. With Decora-
tive Vignettes and 10 full-page Illusts.

Demy 8vo, half-parchmpnt. 12s. 6d.

Short Sayings of Great Men.
V/ith Historical and Explanatory
Notes by Samuel A. Bent, M.A.
Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

S ! d n e
y

's7S \v~P h i I
i p ) Com p Iete

Poetical Works, including all those in
" Arcadia." With Portrait, Memorial-
Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev,
A. B. Grosart, D.D. Three Vols.,
crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s.

Signboards: Their History.
With Anecdotes of Famous Taverns
and Remarkable Characters. By
Jacob Larwood and John Camden
Hotten. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
with 100 Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Sims (George R.), Works by :

~

How the Poor Live. V/ith 60 Illusts.

by Fred. Barnard. Large 4to, Is.

Rogues and Vac'abonds. Post Svo,
illust. boards, 2s.; cloth limp, 2s Gd.

The Ring o' Belis. Post 8vo, illust.

bds., 2s. ; cloth, 23. Sd. _
SketchleyT—A iVia.tch in the

Dark. By Arthur Sketchlev. Post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

S 1 ang~D 1 ct ion ar'y,^T h"e : Et}^-

molo^ical. Historical, and Anecdotal,
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, 6s. 6d.

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by :

The Prince of .Argolis: A Story of the
Old Greek Fairy Time. Small Svo,
cloib extra, with 130 Dlusts., 3s. 6cl.
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Smith (J. Moyr), Works by, continued—

Tales of Old Thuls. With numerous
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, cloth gilt.Gs.

The Wooing of the Water "Witch:
A Northern Oddity. With numerous
niustrations. Small 8vo, cl, ex., 6s.

Society in London. By A
Foreign Resident. New and Cheaper
Edition, Revised, with an Additional
Chapter on Society among the
Middle and Professional Classes.
Crown 8vo, Is.; cloth, Is. 6d.

Spalding.-Elizabethan Demon-
oiogy : An Essay in Illustration oi the
Belief in the Existence of Devils, and
the Powers possessed by ihem. By T.
A.Spalding, LL.B. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 5s.

Spa.Rish Legendary Tales. By
Mrs. S. G. C. MiDDLEMORE, Author of
'• Round a Posada Fire." Crown 8vo,
cloth estra, 6s.

Speight (T. W.), Novels by:
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke,
With a Frontispiece by M. Ellen
Edwards. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

Ss. 6(i.
;
post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s.

A Barren Title. Cr.8vo, Is. ; cl., ls.6cl.

Spenser for Children. By M.
H. TowRY. With Illustrations by
Walter J. Morgan. Crown 4to, with
Coloured Illustrations, cloth gilt, 63.

Staunton.— Lavv's and Practice
of Chess; Together with an Analysis
of the Openings, and a Treatise on
End Gaines. By Howard Staunton.
Edited by Robert B. Wormald. New
Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Stedman. — The Poets of
America. With full Notes in Margin,
and careful Analytical Index. By
Edmund Clarence Stedman, Author
of " Victorian Poets." Cr. Svo.cl. ex., 93.

Stern d^le.—T h e Afg han K n ife

:

A Novel. By Robert Armitage Stern-
dale. Cr, 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post
8vo, illustrated boards, 23.

Stevenson (R.Louis),Works by

:

Trav3ls with a Donkey in the
Cevennes. Fifth Ed. Frontispiece by
W. Crane. Post Svo, cl. limp, 2s. 6(1.

An Inland Voyage. With Front, by
W. Crane. Post Svo, cl, Ip., 2s. 6d.

Virginibus Puerlsque, and other
Papers. Crov/n 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Familiar Studies of iVlen and Books.
Second Edit, Crown Svo, cl. ex., 6s,

New Arabian Nights. Crown Svo,
cl. extra, 6s. ;

post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.

The Silverado Squatters. With
Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 6s.
Cheap Edition, post Svo, picture
cover, Is. ; cloth, Is. 6d,

Stevenson (R, Louis), continued—

Prince Otto: A Romance. Fourth
Edition. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 6s.

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

The Merry iVlen, and other Tales and
lables. Cr. Svo,cl. ex.,6s. [Shortly.

St. John.—A Levantine Family.
By Bayle St. John. Post Svo, illus-

trated boards, 23.

Stoddard.—Summer Cruising
in the South Seas. By Charles
Warren Stoddard. Illust. by Wallis
Mackay. Crown Syo, cl. extr.i. 3s. 6(1.

Stories from Foreign Novel-
ists. With Notices of their Lives and
Writings. By Helen and Alice ZiM-
MERN. Frontispiece. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, Ss. 6d. ; post Svo, illust. bds., 2s.

St. Pierre,—Paul and V i rg i n i a^
and The Indi-in Cottage. By Ber-
NARDiN St. Pierre. Ediced, with Life,

by Rev E. Clarke. Post Svo, cl.lp ,2s.

Stputt's Sports and Pastimes
of the People of England; including
the Rural and Domestic Recreations,
May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c.,
from the Earliest Period to the Present
Time. With 140 Illustrations. Edited
by William Hone. Crown Svo, cloth
extra, 7s. 6d.

Suburban Homes (The) of
London : A Residential Guide to
Favourite London Localities, their
Society, Celebrities, and Associations.
With Notes on their Rental, Rates, and
House Accommodation. With Map of
Suburban London. Cr.Svo,cl.ex.,7s.6d.

Swift's Choice Works, in Prose
and Verse. With Memoir, Portrait,
and Facsimiles of the Maps in the
Original Edition of " Gulliver's
Travels." Cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Swinburne (Algernon C),
Works by:

The Queen Mother and Rosamondi
Fcap. Svo, 53.

Atalanta in Calydon. Crown Svo, 6s.
Chastelard. ATragedy. Cr. Svo, 7s.

Poems and Ballads. First Series.
Fcap. Svo, 93. Cr. Svo, same price.

Poems and Ballads. Second Series.
Fcap. Svo, 9s. Cr. Svo, same price.

Notes on Poems and Reviev/s. 8vo,l3.
Songs before Sunrise. Cr. Svo, lCs.6d.
Bothwell: ATragedy. Cr.8vo,12s.6d.
George Chapman : An Essay. Crown

Svo, 7s.

Songs of Two Nations. Cr. Svo, 6s.
Essays and Studies. Crown Svo, 12s.
Erechtheus: ATragedy. Cr. Svo, 6s.
Note of an English Republican on
the IVluscovite Grusade. Svo, Ig.
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Swinburne's (A. C.) Works, continued—
Note on Charlotte Bronte. C^r.Svo,6s.

A Study of Shakespears. Cr. Svo, 8s.

Songs of the Springtides. Cr.Svo, 6s.

Studies in Song. Crown Svo, 7s.

Mary Stuart : A Tragedy. Cr, Svo, 8s.

Tristram of Lyonesse, and other
Poems. Crown Svo, 9s.

ACentury of Roundels. Small 4to, 8s.

A Midsummer Holiday, and other
Poems. Crown Svo, 7s.

Marino Faliero: ATragedy. Cr.Svo,6s.
A Study of Victor Hugo. Cr. 8vo,6s.

_ Miscellanies. Crown Svo, 12s.

Symonds.—Wine, Women and
Song: Media3val Latin Students'
v'onts. Now first translated intp Eng-
lish Verse, with Essay by J. Addington
Symonds. Small Svo

,
parchment, 6s.

Syntax's (Dp.) Three Tours

:

In Search of the Picturesque, in Search
of Consolation, and in Search of a
Wife. With the whole of Rowland-
son's droll page Illustrations in Colours
and a Life of the Author by J. C.
HoTTEN. M ed. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d,

Tain e's Hi sto ry of Eng 1 Js h
Literature. Translated by Henry
Van Laun. Four Vols., small Svo,
cloth boards, 30s.—Popular Edition,
Two Vols., crov/n Svo, cloth extra, 15s.

Taylor's (Bayard) Diversions
of the Echo Club: Burlesques of
Modern Writers. Post Svo, cl. limp, 28 .

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works
by. Crown Svo, cloth ex., 7s. 6d. each.
! he Sagacity and Morality of
Plants : A Sketch of the Life and
Conduct of the Vegetable Kingdom.
ColouredFrontispiece and loo Illust.

Cur Common British Fossils, and
Where to Find Them: A Handbook
for Studen ts. With 331 I llustrations.

Taylor's "(^omj "Historical
Dramas: "Clancarty," "Jeanne
Dare," " 'Twixt Axe and Crown," " The
Fool's Revenge," " Arkwright's Wife,"
"Anne Boleyn,'' " Plot and Passion.*'
One Vol., cr. Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
*^,* The Plays may also be had sepa-

r,it,5!y, at Is. each.

Tennyson (Lordyi A~^Biogra-
phicai Sketch. By H. J. Jennings.
With a Photograph-Portrait. Crown
8V

o

, cloth extra , 6s.

Thackerayana: Notes and Anec-
dotes. Illustrated by Hundreds of
Sketches by William Makepeace
Thackeray, depicting Humorous
Incidents in his School-life, and
Favourite Characters in the books of
his every-day reading'. With Coloured
Frontispiece. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 73. 6d.

Thomas (Bertha), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Cressida. | Proud Maisie.
The Violin-Piayep.

Thomas (M.).—A Fight for Life

:

A Novel. By W. Moy Thomas. Post
Svo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Thomson's Seasons and Castle
of Indolence. With a Biographical
and Critical Introduction by Allan
Cunningham, and over 50 fine Illustra-

tions on Steel and Vv^ood, Crown Svo,
cloth extra, gilt edges, 7s, 6d.

Thornbury (Walter), Works by
Haunted London. Edited by Ed-
ward Walford, M.A. With Illus-

trations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A.
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Life and Correspondence of
J. M. W. Turner. Founded upon
Letters and Papers furnished by his
Friends and fellov/ Academicians.
With numerous Illusts. in Colours,
facsimiled from Turner's Original
Drawings. Cr. Svo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d.

Old stories Re-told. Post Svo, cloth
limp, 2s. 6d.

Tales for the Marines. Post Svo,
illustrated boards, 2s.

TImbs (John), Works by:
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 73. 6d. each.
The History of Clubs and Club Life

In London. With Anecdotes of its

Famous Coffee-houses, Hostelries,
and Taverns. With many Illusts.

English Eccentrics and Eccen-
tricities: Stories of Wealth and
Fashion, Delusions, Impostures, and
Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights
and Sporting Scenes, Eccentric
Artists, Theatrical Folk, Men ot
Letters, &c. With nearlv 50 Illusts.

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by:
Crov/n Svo, cloth extra, S3. 6d. each

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
The Way We Live Now.
Kept in the Dark.
Frau Frohmann.

I
Marion Fay.

Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 23. each.
The Golden Lion of Granpere.
John Caldigate.

| American Sonatop

Trollope(FrancesE.), Novels by
Crown Svo, cloth extra, 33. 6d. each

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Mabel's Progress.

( Anne Furnesa.
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Trollope(T. A.).—Diamond Cut
Diamond, and other Stories. By
T. Adolphus Troi.lope. Post 8vo,
illustrated boards . 2s.

Trowbridge.— Fapnell's FoMy:
A Novel. By J. T. Trowbridge. Post
8vo, illustrated boards, 25.

Turgenieff. — Stories from
Foreign Novelists. By Ivan Turge-
nieff, and others. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,

^ 33. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.

Tytler (C. C. Fraser-).— Mis-
tress Judith: A Novel. By C. C.
Fraser-Tytler. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra,
3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo, illu st. boards, 2s.

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by:
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. Sd. each

;

post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Wliat She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City.
Beauty and the Beast. With a

Frontispiece by P. Macnab.

Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Noblesse Oblige. With Illustrations
by F, A. Eraser.

Citoyenne Jacqueline. Illustrated
by A. B. Houghton.

The Huguenot Family. With Illusts.

Lady Bell. Front, by R. Macbeth.

Buried Diamonds: A Novel. Three
Vols., crown Svo.

Van Laun.— History of French
Literature. By II, Van Laun. Three
Vols., demy Svo, cl. bds. , 7s. 6d. each.

Villarj.— A Double Bond: A
Story. By Linda Villari. Fcap.
Svo, picture cover, Is.

V^Talford (Edw., !VI.A.),Works by

:

The County Familiesof the United
Kingdom. Containing Notices of
the Descent, Birth, Marriage, Educa-
tion, &c., of more than 12,000 dis-
tinguished Heads of Families, their
Heirs Apparent or Presumptive, the
Offices they hold or have held, their
Town and Country Addresses, Clubs,
&c. Twenty- sixth Annual Edition,
for 1S86, cloth gilt, 50s.

The Shilling Peerage (1886). Con-
taining an Alphabetical List of the
House of Lords, Dates of Creation,
Lists of Scotch and Irish Peers,
Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, Is.
Published annually.

The Shilling Baronetage (1886).
Containing an Alphabetical List of
the Baronets of the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates
of Creation, Addresses, &c, same,
cloth. I3.

Walford's (Edw.) Works, co;!//«;/f.i'—

The Shilling Knightage (1886). Con-
taining an Alphabetical List of the
Knights of the United Kingdom,
short Biographical Notices, Dates of
Creation, Addresses, &c. 32ino,c!.,ls.

The Shilling House of Commons
(1886). Containing a List of all the
Members of Parliament, their Town
and Country Addresses, &c. Nevv'
Edition, embodying the results of
the recent General Election. 32mo,
cloth. Is. Published annually.

The Complete Peerage, Baronet-
age, Knightage, and House of
Commons (1886). In One Volume,
royal 32mo, cloth extra, gi lt edges, 53.

Haunted London. By Vv'alter
Tkornbury. Edited by Edward
Walford, M.A. With Illustrations
by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. Crowa
Svo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Walton and Cotton'sComplete
Angler; or. The Contemplative Man's
Recreation ; being a Discourse of
Rivers, Fishponds, Fish and Fishing,
written by Izaak Walton; and In-
structions how to Angle for a Trout or
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles
Cotton. With Original Memoirs and
Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, and
61 Copperplate Illustrations. Large
crown 8vo, cloth antique, 7s. 6d.

Walt Whitman,^Poems~by.
Selected and edited, with an Intro-
duction, by William M. Rossetti. A
New Edition, with a Steel Plate Por-
trait. Crown 8vo, printed on hand-
made paper and bound in buckram,
63^

Wanderer's Library, The^
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.
Wanderings in Patagonia; or. Life
among the Ostrich-Hunters. By
Julius Beerbohm. Illustrated.

Camp Notes: Stories of Sport and
Adventure in Asia, Africa, and
America. By Frederick Bovle.

Savage Life. By Frederick Eoyle.
Merrie England in the Olden Time
By George Daniel. With Illustra-
tions by P.OBT. Cruikshank.

Circus Life and Circus Celebrities.
By Thomas Frost.

The Lives of the Conjurers. By
Thomas Frost.

The Old Showmen and the Old
London Fairs. By Thomas Frost.

Low-Life Deeps. An Account of the
Strange Fish to be found there. Ev
James Greenwood.

The Wilds of London. By James
Gkeenv,ood.

Tunis: The Land and the People
By the Chevalier de Hesse-War-
TEGG. With 22 Illustrations.
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Wanderer's Library, The, continued—
The Life and Adventures of a Cheap
Jack. By One of the Fraternity.
Edited by Charles Hindley.

The World Behind the Scenes. By
Percy Fitzgerald.

Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings:
Including the Origin of Signs, and
Reminiscences connected with Ta-
verns, Coffee Houses, Clubs, &c.
By Charles Hindley. With lUusts.

The Genial Showman : Life and Ad-
ventures of Artemus Ward. ByE. P.
Kingston. With a Frontispiece.

The Story of the London Parks.
By Jacob Larwood. With Illusts.

London Characters. By Henry May-
hew. Illustrated.

Seven Generations of Executioners

:

PJemoirs of the Sanson Family (1688
to 1847). Edited by Henry Sanson.

Summer Cruising In the South
Seas. By C. Warren Stoddard.
Illustrated by Wallis Mackay

.

Warner.—A Roundabout Jour-
ney. By Charles Dudley Warner,
Author of " My Summer in a Garden."
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Wa.rrants, &cc. :

—

Warrant to Execute Charles I. An
exact Facsimile, with the Fifty-nine
Signatures, and corresponding Seals.
Carefully printed on paper to imitate
tlie Original, 22 in. by 14 in. Price 2s.

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of
Scots. An exact Facsimile, includ-
ing the Signature of Queen Eliza-

beth, and a Facsimile of the Great
Seal. Beautifully printed on paper
to imitate the Original MS. Price 23.

Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile
ot the Original Document in the
British Museum, printed on fine

plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2

feet wide, with the Arms and Seals
emblazoned in Gold and Colours.
Price 5s.

The Roll of Battle Abbey; or, A List

of the Principal Warriors who came
over from Normandy with William
the Conqueror, and Settled in this

Country, a.d. 1066-7. With the

principal Arms emblazoned in Gold
and Colours. Price 6s.

WeatherVHovv^to Foretell the,
with the Pocket Spectroscope. By
F. W. Cory, M.R.C.S. Eng., F.R.Met.
See. &c. With 10 Illustrations. Crowa
8vo, Is. ; cloth. Is. 6d.

Westropp.—Handbook of Pot-
tery and Porcelain ; or, History of

those Arts from the Earliest Period.

By Hodder M. Westropp. With nu-

merous Illustrations, and a List ot

Marks, Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 4s. 6cl.

Whistler's (Mr.) "Ten o'clock."
Uniform with his " Whistler v. Ruskin

:

__Ar t and Art Critics." Cr.Svo,ls.[S/io;-i'/.v .

Wiiiiams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.),
Works by

;

Science Notes. See the Gentleman's
Magazine. Is. Monthly.

Science in Short Chapters. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 73. Gd.

A Simple Treatise on Heat. Crown
8vo, cloth limp, with Illusts., 23. 6d.

The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Wilson (DrTXndrew, F.R.S.E.),
Works by:

Chapters on Evolution: A Popular
History of the Darwinian and
Allied Theories of Development.
Third Edition. Crown Svo", cloth
extra, with 259 Illustrations, 7s. Gd.

Leaves from a Naturalist's Note-
book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Leisure-Time Studies, chiefly Bio-
logical. Third Edit., with New Pre-
face. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., with Illusts,, 6s.

Studies in Life and Sense. With
numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, Gs. \_Prepayin^.

Common Accidents, and How to
Treat them. By Dr. Andrew Wil-
son and others. With numerous Il-

lustrations. Crown 8vo, Is. ; cloth
limp, l3. Gd.

Winter (J. S.), Stories by:
Cavalry Life. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 23.
Regimental Legends. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 3s. 6d.

;
post 8vo, illus-

trated boards, 2s.

Women of the Day: A Biogra-
phical Dictionary of Notable Contem-
poraries. By Frances Hays. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

V\/ood.^^Sabina: A Novel. By
Lady Wood. Post 8vo, illu st. bds., 2s.

Words, Facts, and Phrases":
A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and
Out-of-the-Way Matters. By Eliezer
Edwards. New and cheaper issue,

_cr. 8vo,cl. ex., 75. Gd. ; half-bound, 9s.

Wright (Thomas), Works byT
Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 7s. Gd. each,

Caricature History of the Georges.
(The House of Hanover.) With 400
Pictures, Caricatures, Squibs, Broad-
sides, Window Pictures, &c.

History of Caricature and of the
Grotesque in Art, Literature,
Sculpture, and Painting. Profusely
Illustrated by F.W. Fa i rholt.F.S.A.

Yates (Edmund), Novels by :

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.
Castaway.

! The Forlorn Hope.
Land at Last.
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THREE-VOLUME NOVELS IN THE PRESS.
MRS, HUNT'S NEW NOVEL.

That other Pepson : A Novel. By Mrs.
Alfred Hunt, Author of " Thorni-
crofi's Model,'' "The Leaden Casket,"
&c. Three Vols., crown 8vo.

GRANT ALLEN'S NEW NOVEL.
\n all Shades: A Novel. By Grant
Allen, Author of " Strange Stories,"
"Philistia," "Babylon," &c. Three
Vols., crown 8vo.

WILKIE COLLINS'S NEW NOVEL.
The Evil Genius: A Novel. By Wilkie
Collins, Author of "The Woman in

White." Three Vols., crown 8vo.

WALTER BESANTS NEW NOVEL,
Children of Gibeon: A Novel. By
Walter Besant, Author of " All Sorts
and Conditions of Men," "Dorothy
Forster," &c. Three Vols., crown
8vo.

HALL CAINE'S NEW NOVEL.
A Son of Hagap: A Novel. By T. Hall Caine, Author of "The Shadow oi a

Crime," &c. Three Vols., crown 8vo.

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS.
.Popular Stories by the Best Authors. Library Editions, many Illustrated,

crown 8ro, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each.

BY MRS. ALEXANDER.
Maid, Wife, or Widow?

BY GRANT ALLEN.
Philistia.

BY BASIL.
A Drawn Game.
"The Wearing of the Green."

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE.
Ready-Money Mortiboy.
My Little Girl.

The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
This Son of Vulcan.
With Harp and Crown
The Golden Butterfly.
By Celia's Arbour.
The Monks of Thelema.
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay,
The Seamy Side.
The Ten Years' Tenant.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.

BY WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captains' Room
All in a Garden Fair
Dorothy Forster.
Uncle Jack.

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN,
A Child of Nature.
God and the Man.
The Shadow of the Sword.
The Martyrdom of Madeline.
Love Mc for Ever.
Annan Water. I The New Abelard.
Matt.

I
Foxj^Iove Manor.

The Master of the Mine.

BY HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime.

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON.
Deceivers Ever. |

Juliet's Guardian.

BY MORTIMER COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page.
Transmigration.
From Midnight to Midnight.

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS,
Blacksmith and Scholar*.
The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.
Antonina.
Basil.
Hide and Seek.
The Dead Secret.
Queen of Hearts.
My Miscellanies.
Woman in White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs. ?

New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The Law and the
Lady.

TheTwo Destinies
Haunted Hotel.
The Fallen Leaves
Jezebel'sDaughter
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science
I Say No.

BY BUTTON COOK.
Paul Foster's Daughter.

BY WILLIAM CYPLES
Hearts of Gold

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation.

BY JAMES DE MILLE.
A Castle in Spain.

BY J LEITH DERWENT
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS.
Felicia.

I
Kitty.

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES.
Archie Lovell.

BY R. E. FRANCILLON.
Queen Cophetua. I A Real Queen.
One by One.

|

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Harl.

BY EDWARD GARRETT.
The Capel Girls.
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Piccadilly Novels, conHnue4—
BY CHARLES GIBBON.

Robin Gray. | For Lack of Gold.
What v/ill the World Say?
In Honour Bound.
Queen of the Meadow.
The Flower of the Forest.
A Heart's Problem.
The Braes of Yarrow.
TheGoldenShaft.lOf High Degree.
Fancy Free. Loving a Dream.
A Hard Knot. 1

Fancy Free.

BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth. |

Ellice Quentin.
Sebastian Stroma.
Prince Saroni's Wife.
Dust.

I
Fortune's Fool.

Beatrix Randolph.
Miss Cadogna.
Love—or a Name.

BY SIR A. HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY,
The Lover's Creed.

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT,
Thornicroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self Condemned.

BY JEAN INGELOW,
Fated to be Free.

BY HARRIETT JAY.
The Queen of Connaught

BY HENRY KINGSLEY,
Number Seventeen.

BY E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball.
Atonement of Learn Dundas.
The World V/ell Lost.

Under which Lord P

With a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family
"My Love!"

I
lone.

BY HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Enemy's Daughter.
Linley Rochford. | A Fair Saxon.
Dear Lady Disdain.
Miss Misanthrope. | DonnaQuIxote
The Comet of a Season.
Maid of Athens.
Camiola.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD.
Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas Wingfold, Curate.

BY MRS. MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.

Piccadilly Novels, continued—

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Open ! Sesame ! | Written in Fire

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
Life's Atonement. I Coals of Fire.

Joseph's Coat. Val Strange.
A Model Father. I

Hearts.
By the Gate of the Sea
The Way of the World.
A Bit of Human Nature.
First Parson Singular.
Cynic Fortune.

BY MRS. OLIPHANT.
Whiteladies.
BY MARGARET A. PAUL.

Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Massing- 1 A Confidential
herd.

Best of Husbands
Halves.
Walter's Word.
What He Cost Hep
Less Black than
We're Painted.

By Proxy.
High Spirits.
Under One Roof.
Carlyon's Year.

BY E. C.

Agent.
From Exile.

A Grape from a
Thorn.

For Cash Only.
Some Private
Views.

Kit: A Memory.
The Canon's
Ward. [Town.

The Talk of the
PRICE.

Valentina. | The Foreigners
Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.

BY CHARLES READE.
It is Never Too Late to Mend,
Hard Cash.
Peg Wofflngton.
Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt.

| Foui Play.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Me Long.
The Cloister and the Hearth.
The Course of True Love.
The Autobiography of a Thief.
Put Yourself in His Place.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir, I A Simpleton.
A Woman-Hater. j Readiana.
Singleheart and Doubleface.
The Jilt.

Good Stories of Men and other
Animals.
BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.

Her Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's GardenParty.
Weird Stories.

BY F. W. ROBINSON,
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.

BY JOHN SAUNDERS.
Bound to the Wheei.
Guy Waterman.
Two Dreamers.
One Against the World.
The Lion In the Path.
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Piccadilly Novels, continued—

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS.
Joan Merryweathep.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
Gideon's Roci<. I Heart Salvage.
The High IVlilis. | Sebastian.

BY T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.

BY R. A. STERNDALE.
The Afghan Knife.

BY BERTHA THOMAS,
Proud Maisle.

| Cresslda.
The Violin-Player.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way we Live Now.
Frau Frohmann.

] Marlon Fay.
Kept In the Dark.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.

Piccadilly Novels, continued—

BY FRANCES E. TROLLOPE.
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Anne Furness.
Mabel's Progress.

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c.

Stories from Foreign Novelists.

BY SARAH TYTLER.
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City.
Beauty and ths Beast.
Noblesse Oblige.
Citoyenne Jacqueline.
The Huguenot Family.
Lady Bell.

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.
Mistress Judith.

BY y. S. WINTER.
Regimental Legends.

CHEAP EDITIONS OF
Post 8vo, illustrated

BY EDMOND ABOUT.
The Fellah.

BY HAMILTON AIDE.
Carr of Carrlyon.

I
Confidences.

BY MRS. ALEXANDER.
Maid, Wife, or Widow P

Valerie's Fate.

BY GRANT ALLEN,
Strange Stories.
Philistia.

BY BASIL.
A Drawn Game.
"The Wearing of the Green."

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP.
Grantley Grange.

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE.
Ready-Money Mortlboy.
With Harp and Crown.
This Son of Vulcan.

|
My Little Girl.

The Case of Mr. Lucraft.
The Golden Butterfly.
By Celia.'s Arbour.
The Monks of Thelema.
'Twas in Trafalgar's Bay.
The Seamy Side.

The Ten Years' Tenant.
The Chaplain of the Fleet.

BY WALTER BESANT.
All Sorts and Conditions of Men.
The Captains' Room.
All in a Garden Fair.

Dorothy Forster.
Uncle Jack.

POPULAR NOVELS.
boards, 23. each.

BY FREDERICK BOYLE.
Camp Notes. | Savage Life.
Chronicles of No-man's Land.

BY BRET HARTE.
An Heiress of Red Dog.
The Luck of Roaring Camp.
Californian Stories.
Gabriel Conroy.

J
Flip.

Maruja.

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.
The Shadow of I The Martyrdom
the Sword.

|
of Madeline.

A Child of Nature.
I
Annan Water.

God and the Man.
I 1 he New Abelard

Love Me for Ever,
j

Matt.
Foxglove Manor. I

BY MRS. BURNETT.
Surly Tim.

BY HALL CAINE.
The Shadow of a Crime.

BY MRS. LOVETT CAMERON
Deceivers Ever.

|
Juliet's Guardian

BY MACLAREN COBBAN,
The Cure of Sculs.

BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS,
The Bap Sinister.

BY WILKIE COLLINS.
Antonina.

|

Queen of Hearts.
Basil. My Miscellanies.
Hide and Seek. VVoman in White.
The Dead Secret. I The Moonstone.
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Cheap Popular Novels, continued—
WiLKiE Collins, continued.

Haunted Hotel.
The Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel'sDaughter
The Black Robe.
Heart and Science
"

I Say No."

Man and Wife.
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs.?
Hqvj Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
Law and the Lacty.

TheTwo Destinies

BY MORTIMER COLLINS.
Sweet Anne Page. I From Midnight to
Transmigration. | Midnight.
A Fight with Fortune.

MORTIMER & FRANCES COLLINS.
Sweet and Twenty.

|
Frances.

BIaci<smith and Scholar.
The Village Comedy.
You Play me False.

BY BUTTON COOK.
Leo. I

Paul Foster's Daughter.

BY C. EGBERT CRADDOCK.
The Prophet of the Great Smoky
Mountains.

BY WILLIAM CYPLES.
Hearts of Gold.

BY ALPHONSE DAUDET.
The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation.

BY JAMES DE MILLE.
A Castle in Spain.

BY J. LEITH DERWENT.
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe's Lovers.

BY CHARLES DICKENS.
Sketches by Boz. I Oliver Tv/ist.

Pickwick Papers. 1 Nicholas Nickleby

BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES.
A Point of Honour.

I
Archie Lovell

BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS.
Felicia. 1 Kitty.

BY EDWARD EGGLESTON.
Roxy.

BY PERCY FITZGERALD.
Bella Donna.

I
Never Forgotten.

The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Poily.
Seventy-five Brooke Street,
The Lady of Brantome.

BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE.
Filthy Lucre.

BY R. E. FRANCILLON.
Olympia. I Queen Cophetua.
One by One. 1 A Real Queen.

Prefaced by Sir H. BARTLE FRERE.
Pandurang Hari.

BY MAIN FRISIVELL,
One of Two.

BY EDWARD GARRETT.
The Capel Girls.

Cheap Popular Novels, confinued-

BY CHARLES GIBBON.
The Flower of the

Forest.
A Heart's Problem
The Braes of Yar-
row.

The Golden Shaft
Of High Degree.
Fancy Free.
By Mead and
Stream.

Robin Gray.
For Lack of Gold.
What will the
World SayP

In Honour Bound.
In Love and War.
For the King.
In PasturesGreen
Queen of the Mea-

dov/.

BY WILLIAM GILBERT.
Dr. Austin's Guests.
The Wizard of the Mountain.
James Duke.

BY JAMES GREENWOOD.
Dick Temple.

BY ANDREW HALLIDAY,
Every-Day Papers.

BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY.
Paul Vv'ynter's Sacrifice.

BY THOMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY y. BERWICK HARWOOD.
The Tenth Earl.

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Garth. I Sebastian Stroma
Ellice Quentln. j Dust.
Prince Saroni's Wife.
Fortune's Fool. | Beatrix Randolph.

BY SIR ARTHUR HELPS.
Ivan de Biron.

BY MRS. CASHEL HOEY.
The Lover's Creed.

BY TOM HOOD.
A Golden Heart.

BY MRS. GEORGE HOOPER,
The House of Raby.

BY VICTOR HUGO.
The Hunchback of Notre Dame.

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT,
Thornicroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket.
Self-Condsmned.

BY JEAN INGELOW.
Fated to be Free.

BY HARRIETT JAY,
The Dark Colleen.
The Queen of Connaught.

BY MARK KERSIIA W.
Colonial Facts and Fictions.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY.
Oakshott Castle.

BY E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball.
The Atonement of Learn Dundas.
The World V/ell Lost.
Under which Lord ?
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Cheap Popular Nov?:ls, coniinusd—
Lynn Linton, continued—

Vv'ith a Silken Thread.
The Rebel of the Family.
"My Love | lone.

BY HENRY W. LUCY.
Gideon Fleyce.

BY JUSTIN McCarthy, m.p.
Dear LadyDlsdain
The Watepdale
Neighbours.

IVIy Enemy's
Daughter.

A Fair Saxon.

Linley Rochford.
MissIVlisanthrope
Donna Quixote.
The Comet of a
Season.

Maid of Athens.

BY GEORGE MACDONALD.
Paul Faber, Surgeon.
Thomas Wingfold, Curate.

BY MRS. MACDONELL.
Qual<8r Cousins.

BY KATHARINE S. MACQUOID.
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose.

BY W. H. MALLOCK.
The New Republic.

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Open! Sesame I A Little Stepson.
A Harvest of Vv'ild Fighting the Air
Oats.

I
Written in Fire.

BY J. MASTERMAN.
Half-a-dozen Daughters.

BY BRANDER MATTHEWS.
A Secret of the Sea.

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASS.
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorillion.

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
Val Strange.
Hearts.
The Wa.y of the
World.

A Bit of Human
Nature.

ALIfe'sAtonement
A Model Father.
Joseph's Coat.
Coais of Fire.

By theGate-ofthe
Sea.

BY ALICE O'HANLON.
The Unforeseen.

BY MRS. OLIPHANT,
Whiteiadies.

BY MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY.
Phcsbe's Fortunes.

BY QUIDA.
Held in Bondage.
Strath more.
Chandos.
Under Two Flags.

Id alia.

Cecil Castle-
maine's Gage.

Tricotrin.
Tuck.
Foile Farine.
A Dog of Flanders.
Pascarel.
Signa.

TwoLittlsWooden
Shoes.

In a Winter City.
Aria.dne.
Friendship.
Moths.
Pipistrallo.
A Viiiage Com-
mune.

Bimbi.
In Ma.rem.ma.

1
Wanda.

I
Frescoes.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued—
BY MARGARET AGNES RAUL.

Gentle and Simple.

BY JAMES PAYN.
Like Fatiier, Like
Son.

A Marino Resi-
dence.

Married Beneath
Him.

Mirk Abbey.
Not Wooed, but
Wen.

Less Black than
We're Painted.

By Proxy.
Under On--. Roof.
High Spi;^ii3.

Carlyon's "lear.

A Confido!itial
Agent.

Some Private
Views.

From Exiie.

A Grape from a
Thorn.

For Cash Only.
Kit: A Memory.
The Canon sV/ard

Princess Napraxine.

Lost Si!" Massing
berd.

A Perfect Trea-
sure.

Bentinck's Tutor.
Murphy's Master.
A County Family.
At Her Mercy.
A Woman's Ven-
geance.

Cecil's 1 ryst.
ClytTards of Clyffe
The FarnilyScape-

grace._
Foster brothers.
Found Dead.
Best of Husbands.
Walter's Word.
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes.
What He Cost Her
HumorousStories
Gwendoline's Har-

vest.
£200 Reward.

BY EDGAR A. POE.
The Mystery of Marie Roget.

BY E. C. PRICE.
Valentina.

|
The Foreigners.

Mrs. Lancaster's Rival.
Gerald.

BY CHARLES READE.
it is Never Too Late to Mend
Hard Cash.

]
Peg V/ofiington.

Christie Johnstone.
Griffith Gaunt.
Put Yourself in His Place.
The Double Marriage.
Love Me Little, Love Mo Long.
Foul Play.
The Cloister and the Heartli.
The Course of True Love.
Autobiography of a Thief.
A Terrible Temptation.
The Wandering Heir.
A Simpleton. I A Woman-Hater.
Readiana.

| The Jilt.

Singleheart and Dcubieface.
Good Stories of Men and ether
Animals.

BY MRS. J. H. RIDDELL.
h'er Mother's Darling.
Prince of Wales's Garden Party.
Weird Stories.
The Uninhabited House.
Fairy Viator.
The Mystery in Palace Gardens.

BY F. W. ROBINSON,
Women are Strange.
The Hands of Justice.
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Cheap Popular Novels, contint'.ed—

BY JAMES RUNCIMAN.
Skippers and Shellbacks.
Grace Balmaign's Sweetheart.

BY ]V. CLARK RUSSELL.
Round the Galley Fire.

On the Fo'k'sle Head.

BY BAYLE ST. JOHN.
A Levantine Family.

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA.
Gaslight and Daylight.

BY JOHN SAUNDERS,
Bound to the Wheel.
One Against the World.
Guy Waterman.
The Lion in the Path.
Two Dreamers.

BY KATHARINE SAUNDERS,
Joan Merryweather.
Margaret and Elizabeth.
The High Mills.

BY GEORGE R. SIMS.
Rogues and Vagabonds.
The Ring o' Bells.

BY ARTHUR SKETCHLEY.
A Match in the Dark.

BY T. W. SPEIGHT.
The Mysteries of Heron Dyke.

BY R. A. STERNDALE.
The Afghan Knife.

BY R. LOUIS STEVENSON, p
New Arabian Nights. ^
Prince Otto.

BY BERTHA THOMAS.
Cressida. |

Proud Maisle.
The Violin-Player.

BY IV. MOY THOMAS.
A Fight for Life.

BY WALTER THORNBURY.
Tales for the Marines.

BY T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond.

BY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way We Live Now.
The American Senator.
Frail Frohmann.
Marion Fay.
Kept in the Dark.
Mr. Scarborough's Family.
The Land-Leaguers.
The Golden Lion of Granpcre.
John Caldigate.

By ERA NCES ELEANOR TROLLOPE
Like Ships upon the Sea.
Anne Furness.
Mabel's Progress.

BY J. T. TROWBRIDGE.
Farnell's Folly.

Cheap Popular Novels, continued—

BY IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c.
Stories from Foreign Novelists.

BY MARK TV/A IN.
Tom Sawyer.
A Pleasure Trip on the Continent

of Europe.
A Tramp Abroad.
The Stolen White Elephant.
Huckleberry Finn.

BY C. C. FRASER-TYTLER.
Mistress Judith.

BY SARAH TYTLER,
What She Came Through.
The Bride's Pass.
Saint Mungo's City.
Beauty and the Beast.

BY J. S. WINTER.
Cavalry Life.

| Regimental Legends.

BY LADY WOOD.
Sabina.

BY EDMUND YATES.
Castaway. | The Forlopn Hope.
Land at Last.

ANONYMOUS.
Paul Ferroll.

Why Paul Ferroll Killed hia Wife.

POPULAR SHILLING BOOKS.
Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By Bret
Harte.

The Twins of Table Mountain. Dy
Bret Harte,

Mrs. Gainsborough's Diamonds. Ey
Julian Hawthorne.

Kathleen Mavourneen. By Author
of " That Lass o' Lowrie's."

Lindsay's Luck. By the Author of
" That Lass o' Lowrie's."

Pretty Poliy Pemberton. By the
Author of "That Lass o' Lowrie's."

Trooping with Crows. By Mrs.
PiRKIS.

The Professor's Wife. By Leonard
Graham.

A Double Bond. By Linda Villart.
Esther's Glove. By R. E. Francillon.
The Garden that Paid the Rcr.l.

By Tom Jerrold.
Curly. By John Coleman. Illus-

trated by J. C. Dollman.
Beyond the Gates. By E. S. Phet.ps.
An Old Maid's Paradise. By E. S.

PntLPS.
Burglars in Paradise. ByE. S.Phelps.
Doom : An Atlantic Epi-^ode. By
Justin H. MacCartky, ^LP.

Our Sensation Novel. Edited by
JusriN H. MacCarthy, M.V.

A Barren Title. By T. W. Speight.
The Silverado Squatters. By R.
Louis Stevenson.

J. OGDEN AND CO., PRINTERS, 2g, 3O AND 3I, GREAT lAFFRON K!L!
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